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By Kool Killer

Tailored for Drako **:**D

Disclaimer**: Calla Anderson is strictly RedDrako7s' character, which she was kind enough to let me use, THANKS DRAKO!**

UNSC Controlled Space, Pelican, troop transporter 8/3/2540 6:34am

Calla Anderson was sitting in the back of a pelican that was inbound to the SilverSides, a UNSC Destroyer. Callas' short spiky blonde hair tingled from the cool air that was blowing out from the pelicans' ventilation system. Her blue eyes held pride and determination. She had been very lucky in combat; bullets and plasma that were fired from her enemies never hit their mark. Calla had cheated death more than once, and had even managed to put an elite into an early grave. That elite was not forgotten though, Calla smiled while she looked down at her fine black leather boots. The boots weren't made out of regular leather, oh no. They were made out of a much more rare type of hide. A hide that was almost impossible to kill. But if her attacker hadn't been so keen on heckling her, he might have noticed the combat knife she had concealed in her sleeve.

Calla smiled and looked around the pelican she was currently in. The only other people in the pelican were the pilot, he had a humors' attitude. A lieutenant who wore green fatigues and his escort, a corporal that was dressed in a standard uniform, just like Calla. Both the corporal and the lieutenant must have been good friends since they chose to sit right next to each other. The ride to the SilverSides was long and quiet. Both the Lieutenant and his escort had decided to sleep all the way to the SilverSides. Being a ten hour flight, Calla couldn't blame them. Since they had fallen asleep Calla did not have anyone to talk to, which was a good thing, since she did not like to engage in conversations, normally.

Calla was, for the most part, a loner. She had grown up on a rebel controlled planet with her family. Calla remembered that the times were very tough and living on the planet was pretty dangerous. It didn't help matters that her family, mostly her father were helping the rebels attack UNSC controlled territories. Callas' family did not have a choice though, you either did what you were told, or the rebels made an example out of you and everyone you loved, hell, even anyone you talked to. So on top of all that, Calla and her family lived in constant fear of the UNSC finding them. Even though they were civilians, the UNSC would consider them terrorists since her parents had helped the rebels a great deal. If Calla and her family had been caught by the UNSC, they surly would have been lined up against a wall and gunned down along with all the other rebels.

But sadly, when her parents had been killed, it was not the UNSC that had done it, but her own people. The leader of the rebels, General Mahuad, thought Callas' parents were secretly giving the UNSC information on their whereabouts so they could get their daughter to safety and away from the rebels. Of course this was not true, but general Mahuad, on suspicion, had her parents shot in front of her. Calla wondered why the general's troops had shown her mercy. Since it was normal for the whole family to be executed when such an event would occur, maybe his troops just didn't feel like murdering a helpless child that day.

Calla shuddered as tears fell from her deep blue eyes. She remembered exactly how her parent's deaths had played out. Calla, her mother and father were just getting ready to eat dinner, when Mahuads' troops kicked in their door. The troops barged in with their rifles trained on her mother and father. Her father was killed immediately by the rebel troops, but her mother's death was much slower and horrifically painful. They had shot her in the lungs and left her to die while they searched the rest of the house. Calla remembered holding her mother's tear stricken face with her little hands while she slowly chocked to death on her own blood. Calla could have sworn that her mother was trying to say I love you. But when Callas' mother tried to speak, she would only gag as more blood would flow from her mouth. After an eternity of suffering, Callas' mother forced out a hoarse sigh, that was muffled by the blood in her lungs. Soon after that, Callas' mother finally gave into death as one last tear ran down her cheek and the life left her soft blue eyes.

Calla snapped out of her horrid memories and wiped the tears from her eyes with her sleeves while she sobbed quietly. Calla rarely cried, but whenever she thought about her parent's deaths, her strength would leave her heart. This left her feeling broken and alone, longing for someone, anyone to hold and comfort her. Callas' sorrow soon turned into a furious rage. Calla swore, if she ever found general Mahuad again, she would do much more than put a bullet between his eyes. Calla had been so lost in her thoughts she hadn't noticed the pilot of the pelican talking to her with concern.

"Ma'am, are you okay?" The pilot asked in a worried voice. Calla looked up at the pilot with her eyes red from crying. Calla looked over to the entrance of the pelican where the lieutenant and the corporal had been siting, they had already left. Calla looked back at the pilot and forced out a smiled.

"I'm fine, thank you," Calla replied softly, still staying seated. The pilot stood in front of her unsure of what to do, and then he extended his hand.

"I'm not one to be good with greetings, but, my name is Blake Cardney, welcome to the SilverSides, uhh," Blake paused, waiting for the private to respond.

"My name is Calla, Calla Anderson," She replied, firmly shaking Blake's hand. Calla could already tell that Blake was a sweetheart. Blake winced slightly not expecting Calla to have such a strong grip.

"It's nice to meet you Calla, I'm sure you will like it here, we are all one big happy family, and we are glad to have you here," Blake took his hand back and let it fall to his side. Calla looked up at Blake trying to see his face, but his helmet covered everything but his lips, that were tugged up into a Cherie smile.

"What time is it?" Calla asked Blake while she rubbed her eyes.

"It's four thirty one in the evening," Blake replied. Calla sighed, not believing that a ten hour flight had gone by so quickly. Calla stayed quite until her stomach rumbled in hunger.

"Oh, sorry," Calla blushed, her stomach complained so loudly that she knew Blake had heard it. She looked up in surprise when Blake's stomach growled loudly in protest with her own stomach.

"You have nothing to be sorry about, after a ten hour flight, anyone would be starving," Blake smiled warmly back at Calla then added. "And unfortunately, my pelican is not equipped with peanut snacks," Calla chuckled then looked back at Blake.

"Is there a cafeteria, close by?" Calla questioned Blake with hunger in her eyes.

"There is one but it is not close by, let me go turn in my keys really quick, then I will come back and take you to the Cafeteria," Blake grinned innocently at Calla. Calla nodded and leaned back in her seat.

"I would like that very much, I will wait for you here," Calla replied, happy that she had just made a friend.

"Perfect, I will go turn these keys in and I will be right back," Blake turned around and left in a hurry, obviously not wanting to keep Calla waiting. Calla watched Blake hustle out of the pelican and disappear. Calla closed her eyes for just a moment, then she heard Blakes voice again.

"You ready to get some grub Calla?" Blake asked in a joyful voice. Calla slowly opened her eyes and her eyes widened in shock. There standing before her was Blake, and she could see his face now. He had deep blue eyes and sandy blonde hair! Blake had the same eye and hair color as Calla. Calla blushed a little and responded to the handsome man that was before her.

"Yes, I am ready," She replied kind of shyly. Calla stood up and tried to walk but she tripped as her legs were still asleep from the insanely long ride. Calla fell forward right into Blake's' firm arms. He caught her with ease and steadied her with his arms.

"Whoa, your legs fell asleep too huh," Blake grinned at Calla before continuing. "I almost fell right on my face when I tried to get out of the cabin," Blake laughed inside his head as he remembered the face he made when he had almost biffed it.

"Thanks for doing that for me," Calla replied while she was finally able to gain control of her legs. Blake nodded his head and arched his eyebrows.

"Of course, I can't have you messing up that pretty face, that's just not going to fly," Blake chuckled quietly. "All right Calla, let's move out," Blake gave a hand single to go. Calla followed Blake off the pelican and into the docking bay. At first, Calla was stunned by the bright halogen lights that were up on the ceiling of the docking bay. Calla eyes quickly adjusted and she continued to follow Blake. The pair left the docking bay and hung a right, then they walked down the long hallway. They soon arrived at an elevator and Blake pushed the call button. Blake looked back at Calla and his eyes wandered down to her fine black leather boots.

"Hey, those are some nice boots you got there, I haven't seen that kind of leather before," Blake said as he admired the neat looking boots.

"That's because it is no ordinary leather, it was made from an elites hide," when Calla finished her sentence Blake's mouth opened up in surprise.

"Oh really," Blake asked looking at Calla to see if she might be fibbing, but she gave him a stone cold serious look, then nodded.

"And the funny thing was, the elite could have killed me, but he decided to explain his life story about how he was chosen by the prophets and all this other crap," Calla smiled bashfully.

"That's awesome! You know if you see captain Dogartt around here you will have to tell him what you just told me, he just loves stuff like that," Blake looked up at the elevator screen, it only had to come down four more floors and it would arrive.

"Well I don't think the captain would have time for a private, he probably has much more important things to do," Calla replied glancing at Blake.

"Oh no, he always has time for his crewmembers, he's down to earth, I mean straight down," Blake answered back stopping for a second. "Our captain doesn't even eat at the officers table, he prefers to sit with the regulars and chat it up," The doors to the elevator opened up to reveal an empty compartment.

"Looks like we get this one all to ourselves," Calla said as she stepped inside the elevator with Blake. The doors to the elevator closed and Blake pushed one of the floor numbers, the number lit up. The elevator started to move upwards very quickly. Calla felt her stomach sink as the elevator continued to climb. Soon the elevator reached its destination and a Bing was heard. The doors opened up and the pair stepped out of the elevator. The elevator doors closed quietly behind the pilot and the private.

"The mess hall is this way," Blake said as he turned right and walked down the hall with Calla close by. They only had to walk for a couple of minutes and the tantalizing smell of food bombarded Callas senses. Calla could not tell what they were cooking, but she would definitely be having some. Calla and Blake arrived at the mess hall doors and they opened them. If the smell of tasty food was good before, now it was unbearable. Calla and Blake walked over to the serving counter and grabbed one of the cook's attention. The cook walked up to his side of the serving counter and started to dish up two plates.

"I hope the both of you worked up an appetite," The cook joked while he loaded both the plates up with steaming hot lasagna and freshly baked garlic bread. The cook slid the home cooked meals over along with two ice cold glasses of milk and then he smiled. "Enjoy your food,"

"We will, thank you," Calla responded as she walked with Blake to find a table. The whole cafeteria was alive as different service men and women laughed and joked with each other while they ate their irresistible meals. Calla and Blake saw an opening at a table and went for it. They sat down next to each other and readied their forks in an attack position. Then Calla and Blake lunched an assault on their plates that were piled high. As soon as Calla took her first bite she knew something had gone terribly right. Blake grinned and asked.

"So, do you like the grub?" Blake cut another piece of his lasagna off and shoveled it into his mouth.

"OF COURSE I DO!" Calla replied, and then she took a bite of her soft warm garlic bread. Calla scarfed down the piece of garlic bread before picking up her sentence. "I've been on plenty of ships and their food never even came close to this!" Calla thought the food should have been served in a fancy restaurant, not to a bunch of enlisted men and women.

"That's because our captain, Dwain Dogartt, spends all the money he gets from his bonuses on his crew, I mean we got an entertainment center complete with a theater, a bar, and so many other luxuries,"

"That's so kind that he does this for all of you, most captains could care less about their crew, and they certainly wouldn't be spending their bonuses on anything else but themselves," Calla answered back at Blake who was now halfway finished with his food. Blake and Calla continued to eat their meals until there plates were empty.

"That was epic," Blake sighed contently as he wiped his lips with a napkin.

"It's too good to be true, if I see captain Dogartt, I will be sure to thank him," Calla finished off her glass of chilled milk. Blake and Calla inhaled deeply and breathed out happily.

"So Calla, where did you grow up?" Blake asked then he immediately regretted it as a painful expression crossed her face. Blake looked at her with remorse then he spoke. "So, the covenant got your family too, I know how hard it can be to lose the ones you love," Calla looked over at Blake and gave him a faint smile, she was glad someone else knew her pain.

"They were killed, but it was not the covenant that did it, it was the REBELS," Calla said the word rebels with an undying hatred. Blake nodded then added.

"Yeah, it's funny isn't it, we spent our whole lives as a species killing and slaughtering our own, and this whole time the covenant was getting stronger," Blake looked into Callas brilliant blue eyes. "So naturally when the covenant did find us, we were already weakened and had exhausted most of our resources in all the wars we fought against our own people, it's a crying shame," Blake's eyes watered a bit giving them a glossy sheen, he quickly broke eye contact with Calla and wiped his eyes. "I should probably take you to your squad leader, you're a mechanic right?" Blake asked.

"Yes, how did you know?" Calla asked confused.

"You just have that look about you," Blake replied back as he stood up with his empty plate. Calla did the same and followed Blake to a garbage can. They threw their cups away then stacked their used plates on top of the garbage can. Then Blake and Calla left the mess hall. They pair walked back to the elevator and rode it down to the lower levels. They got off and walked to the barracks that were for the mechanics. Blake stopped at the door and faced Calla.

"Thanks for showing me around Blake, it was really kind of you to do that for me," Calla blushed slightly when he smiled back at her.

"It was no trouble at all, you're a really nice person Calla, and I look forward to seeing you soon," Blake once again reached his hand out and shook Callas' smooth hand in a firm grip.

"Thank you Blake, you look after yourself now," Calla said softly.

"You too, goodbye Calla," Blake smiled and gave her a thumbs up, then he walked away before Calla could return the gesture. He is higher in rank than me, and he doesn't act better than everybody else. Calla didn't usually warm up to strangers so quickly, but Blake will be an exception, Calla smiled then entered the barracks. The barracks were mostly empty except for one woman that appeared to be a sergeant.

"You there, get over here and stand at attention!" The sergeant barked. Her voice was much more intimidating than a males' voice by far. Calla sighed inside her head; she had liked the SilverSides up until this point. Calla quickly walked over to the sergeant and stood at attention.

"Private Calla Anderson reporting for duty ma'am," Calla saluted firmly. Immediately the sergeant jumped in her face.

"Really, do I deserve a SALUTE, am I an officer!" The sergeant yelled.

"No ma'am," Calla quickly lowered her hand.

"DON'T YOU FUCKING MA'AM ME, I'M YOUR GODDAMN SERGEANT, YOU WILL ADDRESS ME APPROPRIATELY!" She screamed in Callas' face.

"YES SERGEANT!" Calla replied making her voice even nastier than the Sergeant that was inches from her face. The sergeant, upon seeing Calla was not going to flake out under pressure, she relaxed and sneered back at Calla.

"My name is Shelly Parkins, I am your squad leader Calla, if you have any inquires or concerns, you will discuss them with me, understood," Shelly ordered firmly.

"Yes ma', Sergeant!" Calla quickly corrected herself and she was glad she did it because Shelly looked like she was about ready to go back into drill sergeant mood again.

"Very good Anderson, go ahead and find a bunk that's not taken and get some shuteye, because tomorrow, You and me are going to have so much fun," Shelly smirked evilly at Calla before walking away with vigor. Calla sighed and walked over to a bunk that was not taken. Then she flopped down on it. Calla looked up at the bunk on top of her, staring at the springs and metal slabs that held the bed together. She closed her eyes and pulled the covers over her body. Calla laid still for a couple minutes, and then she drifted to sleep. Unbeknownst to Calla, Sergeant Parkins would be the least of her worries.
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The SilverSides, UNSC Destroyer 8/4/2540 4:01am

Sergeant Shelly Parkins smirked cynically at private Calla Anderson while she slept. Shellys' green eyes were filled with anger and irritation. The truth was Shelly kind of hated Calla already. Shelly had been married once, but that deadbeat of a husband had left her for another girl. The girl had blonde hair, blue eyes, and she looked a lot like Calla. The sergeant fumed while she watched Calla sleep. A small smug little smile was creeping up from the sides of Callas' mouth. Shelly held her rage in until she thought she would scream bloody murder. Then in a flash, Shelly darted over to Calla and grabbed the side of her bed. With a strong flip, Shelly sent the bed toppling over with an unaware private still on it.

Calla flopped to the ground with a thud as her bed landed over her.

"What the HELL!" Calla shouted flipping the bed off herself and then she stood up immediately. Calla didn't have to look far to see her assailant. Sergeant Shelly was standing at parade rest with her hands behind her back. Shelly sneered at Calla; her green eyes were narrowed and held nothing but contempt. Calla wanted to deck Shelly right in the face and humiliate her. Calla knew she could take Shelly in hand to hand combat, since she had been trained not only by the rebels but by the UNSC as well. However, doing such a thing to a superior would earn her a spot in the brig. Shelly could tell that Calla was thinking about taking a swing at her, but that would land her in a military prison. Calla knew this, so she relaxed her fists that were balled, and then she stood up straight. Calla glared at Shelly and voiced her tittle with repulsion. "SERGEANT!" Callas' blue eyes turned ice cold while she stared at Shelly.

"PRIVATE!" Shelly matched Callas' disgust with her own and then she briefly glared back. Calla gave Shelly a fake smile and asked a question in pure sarcasm.

"So Sergeant, what twisted duties are you going to make me perform today?" Calla had a stare down with Shelly. Shelly jumped into Callas' face and went back into drill sergeant mode, like the day before.

"ARE YOU FUCKING HIGH SOLDIER, DON'T YOU EVER SPEAK UNTIL SPOKEN TOO YOU GRUNGY LITTLE MAGGOT, DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME PRIVATE! Shelly screamed. Calla just stood there, unfazed by her sergeants' verbal attacks. Shelly wasn't the first drill sergeant Calla had come into contact with, and she doubted Shelly would be her last.

"Yes SERGEANT!" Calla replied with quickness. Upon seeing Callas' submission, Shelly instantly relaxed and stood back at parade rest.

"I have some very fun duties for you to perform, Private, now follow me," Shelly ordered as she turned on a dime and marched out of the barracks. Calla followed Shelly down different hallways, and then they reached an elevator. Shelly pushed the call button, then she turned and faced Calla. Shelly didn't say a word; she just stood there smiling sinisterly at Calla while they waited for the elevator. The elevator arrived and the doors opened up. Shelly and Calla stepped into the elevator and rode it down to the repair bay.

The doors to the elevator opened, revealing a huge repair bay, which was filled with pelican's, warthog's and even a couple scorpion tanks. There were no mechanics in the repair bay yet, but that wasn't a big surprise since it was FOUR IN THE MORNING! Calla walked out of the elevator with Shelly, the doors to the elevator closed, leaving Calla alone with her evil sergeant. Calla followed Shelly to the back of the repair bay. Calla didn't have to follow Shelly long before she saw the mess of the century. Twenty industrial sized oil drums were scattered about leaving a thick black mess everywhere. Shelly turned on a dime and faced Calla with an impossibly wide smile. "Your duty for today is to get this shit cleaned," Shelly gestured over at the oil drums with her left hand while keeping her right hand behind her back. "I want all this crap cleaned up and those oil drums stacked neatly no later than seven hundred hours, understood private," Shelly sneered wickedly at Calla.

"YES SERGEANT!" Calla replied without emotion. Shelly nodded then pulled a toothbrush out of her pocket. Shelly handed the toothbrush to Calla with haste.

"What am I supposed to do with this sergeant?" Calla asked confused, looking the toothbrush over.

"That is your cleaning utensil," Shelly replied firmly. Callas' mouth opened up in horror.

"Are you kidding me sergeant!?" Calla nearly shouted in disbelief. Shelly grinned at Calla before she spoke up.

"You know, you're right, give me that toothbrush," Shelly ordered with her hand held out. Calla happily gave Shelly back the toothbrush. Calla knew there was no way in hell she would be able to clean this gaping mess up with a flimsy toothbrush. Shelly put the toothbrush back into her pocket and pulled something else out.

"I realize that a toothbrush would be insufficient to get this job done, so here's a q tip," Shelly tossed the q tip at Calla and she caught it before it fell into the oil spill. Calla cringed as she held the ear cleaning tool up to her face. Calla looked back at Shelly and she had a dead serious look on her face. Calla looked back at the q tip, she was better off with the toothbrush.

"Can I have the toothbrush back Sergeant?" Calla asked with irritation. Shelly laughed at Callas' response, and then she replied.

"No, but there is a mop, a scrub brush, rags and cleaning solutions in that utility closet," Shelly pointed at the door to the right of Calla. Calla sighed in relief, thinking Shelly might have been serious just now.

"Thank you sergeant," Calla responded, much relived.

"I may be a hard ass, but I'm not unreasonable, get the job done private," Shelly ordered.

"Yes sergeant!" Calla replied. Shelly turned and started to walk away. Calla waited for Shelly to leave the repair bay before she started to clean up the ungodly mess. Calla took extra care not to get any oil on her elite skin boots. The job went a lot faster with the cleaning supplies. Calla had managed to finish cleaning and stacking the oil drums with five minutes to spare. Calla stood back and admired her cleaning detail. Calla smiled proudly before she slumped up against one of the scorpion tanks and slid down into a sitting position.

Calla sighed and chuckled to herself. It was true that Shelly was a hard ass, but at least she had a sense of humor. Calla retrieved the q tip and held it up to her eyes. Calla laughed out loud while she shook her head. Then Calla put the q tip back into one of her pockets. Calla looked at her watch, it was six fifty eight. Calla didn't want to be seen by Shelly relaxing so she stood up and faced the elevator at attention. Right on the mark, the elevator doors opened up and Shelly strode in exactly at seven am. Shelly walked towards Calla and stopped five feet from her. Calla stood at attention. This time, Shelly gave Calla a friendly look.

"Good job private, I could have done it better though," Shelly stated as she checked out Callas' clean up job.

"Thank you, sergeant," Calla replied, with a hint of annoyance. Shelly looked over at Calla, and she smiled. Calla was sort of stunned at first, this wasn't an evil smile, it was a sincere one.

"Why don't you go and take a shower, then meet me in the mess hall for some breakfast Calla," Shelly asked, she did not order, and she addressed Calla by her name. Calla was bewildered at Shelly's' sudden change of heart, it was as if a spirit of peace came over her.

"Are you feeling okay sergeant?" Calla asked, unsure of Shelly's true intentions.

"Of course I am Calla, why do you ask?" Shelly responded, with a bit of cheer in her voice. She just addressed Calla by her name again, instead of her rank.

"The reason why I ask is because, up until now, you've wanted to tear my head off," Calla told Shelly how she really felt, without sugar coating it. Shelly seemed to like Callas' bluntness and she released an innocent chuckle.

"Well that's because I can now see that you are not a pushover, I told you to get this cleaning done in a very short amount of time, and that's exactly what you did," Shelly paused, then continued. "Twenty used oil drums in a little under three hours, and the floor was cleaned spotless, that is fucking impossible for most others, so it is obvious that you are a hard worker," Shelly pointed at Calla.

"Yeah, I guess, but I have cleaned many oil drums before sergeant," Since Calla had spent a lot of time being a mechanic; she had learned many neat cleaning tricks.

"Calla, when other people are not around you can address me by my name," Shelly said as she checked inside one of the oil drums, it was so clean, it practically shined.

"Very well, Shelly," Calla was now very wary of her sergeant, maybe she was bipolar, one side of her is evil, and the other is kind?

"Thank you Calla, now go and take your shower and report immediately to the mess hall, understood private," Shelly ordered in a lenient manner, and she said the word private with slight sarcasm.

"Yes sergeant Parkins!" Calla returned her own sense of humor. Calla turned and left the repair bay in search for the showers. While Calla walked down the halls she whistled a song her mother had sang to her when she was a child. The song was very relaxing for Calla. Calla stopped by the ships outfitter and picked up a fresh uniform before she left for the showers. Calla was able to find her way around the ship pretty easily with help from the ships AI, Zig.

"And you take a right here and the showers are directly to your left, may I be of assistance in any other way, Private Anderson?" Zig asked, he had a humors attitude, no doubt reflecting captain Dogartts' mind set.

"That will be all Zig, thank you for your help," Calla said as she made her way into the women's shower area. The shower room was huge, and very nice. All the showers had their own personal mirrors and the walls of the showers were eight feet tall, specifically designed to keep proverts away, professional perverts. It was clear that the captains' bonuses had found their way to every part of the SilverSides.

Calla put her new uniform on a bench outside of the shower she was going to occupy. Then Calla took off her greased up uniform along with her specialty boots, and she placed them down on the bench neatly. Calla walked into the shower and slid the curtain over for privacy. Calla looked at herself in the shower mirror. Calla was twenty three, but she had the body of a nineteen year old. Calla had the perfect build; she was neither underweight nor overweight. Her skin was a tan color. Calla had spent a lot of time outside in the sun as a kid, and as an adult too. She was five ten in height, which was pretty tall for most females. Callas' deep blue eyes complemented her short spiky blond hair. Calla kept her hair short for a reason. She remembered one girl was working on a warthog and her hair had gotten caught in the fan belt, If Calla hadn't been there, that poor girl would have lost her hair and her scalp too. Calla shuddered not wanting to imagine the bloody mess that would have caused.

Calla turned on the shower and Ice cold water hit her bosom. She shirked and jumped back immediately. When the ice cold water had hit Calla it felt like a thousand daggers striking her. Soon the water became hot and steam drifted towards Calla. The steam was Beckoning Calla to let it envelop her in warmth. Calla accepted the steams invitation and entered the steady stream of hot water. Calla sighed happily as the water cascaded down her shoulders, taking the impurities with it. Calla grabbed a soap bar that had a sweet scent to it. Then she started to lather her body up with the soap. Calla steeped back into the hot water and let it wash the suds away. Calla finished cleaning herself and turned the water off. Calla looked in the mirror and admired her wet body. "Damn your hot girl," Calla praised herself before she grabbed a towel and dried off.

Calla left the shower and put on her new uniform. Then she slipped on her special boots and tied them tightly. Calla left the shower room feeling refreshed. The next order of business was to eat breakfast with her bipolar sergeant. Calla started to walk to the cafeteria; she did not need Zig's help since Blake had shown her where it was. Maybe I might see Blake there, Calla thought to herself. That thought make Calla walk a little bit faster.

Calla was not ten feet from the cafeteria when a massive shockwave passed through the SilverSides. Calla grabbed the hallway wall for support. The ship became deathly quiet, not even the air conditioning units could be heard. Without warning, the ships PA system came on; the Captain was the one speaking.

"Slip space rupture! The enemies are here boys, everyone to their posts now!" Captain Dogartt sounded like he was ready for a fight. The doors to the cafeteria flew open as different crew members ran out like bats out of hell. Calla even saw Blake dart out of the cafeteria followed by the lieutenant and corporal he had brought to the SilverSides. Blake didn't see Calla in the stampede of personal as he ran straight towards the bridge. Calla stood frozen unsure of what to do until Shelly ran out of the cafeteria. Shelly ran up to Calla with a plate that was filled with tasty looking sausages and crispy bacon.

"You're going to have a quick breakfast Calla, we are going to the armory," Shelly said, and then she handed the plate over to Calla. Calla ate her breakfast quickly while she ran to the armory with Shelly. The sausage and bacon was to die for, she just might actually. Calla was starting to like Shelly, just a little though. By the time Calla and Shelly had reached the armory, Calla had finished her breakfast. Calla entered the armory with Shelly and she set her plate down. There were many crew members arming up in case they were boarded by the covenant forces nearby. Before Calla could form an opinion on her situation, Shelly handed her a M24OB heavy machine gun that used a seven point six two by fifty one millimeter round. The Heavy machine gun fired a glazed green tipped depleted uranium bullet; the round would knock a hunter right on its ass. This was the type of weapon you fired at someone while saying, SIT THE FUCK DOWN! Calla was instantly in love with the firearm, she hugged it tightly.

"I thought you would like that, but set it down for a second and put this thing on," Shelly handed Calla a bullet proof vest. Calla put it on hesitantly, knowing it was not plasma proof. While Calla was fastening the vest to her chest, Blake entered the armory followed by the corporal from earlier. Blake immediately spotted Calla and ran over to her.

"Hey Calla, It looks like you're ready for a fight," Blake smiled and nodded to her heavy machine gun. Calla blushed a little and responded.

"I sure hope so," Calla smiled weakly back at Blake; she knew that covenant encounters never ended well.

"Hey, don't worry Calla, you are going to knock them on their asses with that thing," Blake placed a reassuring hand on Callas' shoulder. Before Calla could respond to Blake the corporal hollered over to him.

"Blake, get over here and take these assault rifles man, the captain needs us back right away!" The corporal was busy throwing as many shotguns as he could hold over his shoulders.

"Alright James, I'll be right there," Blake replied, and then he looked back at Calla.

"Take care of yourself Blake," Calla in a sudden motion, wrapped her arms around Blake and snuck a kiss in on his cheek. Blake blushed and hugged her back.

"Uhh, I will be fine Calla, you just be sure keep your head down," Blake broke out of Callas embrace and ran over to a rack that held assault rifles. Blake grabbed as many of the assault rifles as humanly possible and left the armory with James, not before he gave Calla a quick salute. Like last time, Blake left before Calla could return the salute. Shelly had seen Callas' display of affection and she spoke up.

"So, is he your boyfriend?" Shelly asked. Calla could sense the jealousy in her voice.

"No, he's just a friend, and since we might not make it out of here alive, I thought I would give him a little treat," Calla grinned at her sergeant. Shelly smirked back at Calla and replied.

"Oh I think we are going to be just fine," Shelly said as she secured a MG36, a decedent from the Germans' MG42. The MG36 used a five point five six by forty five millimeter round. The light machine gun fired a hardened red tipped incendiary tracer bullet. The MG36 bullet was smaller and did not have quite as much stopping power as the M24OB heavy machine gun, but MG36 made up for that in rate of fire. The MG36 could fire one thousand two hundred rounds a minute; literally, this light machine gun would turn whoever was on the receiving end of it into Swiss cheese. The fact that MG36 was also loaded with incendiary ammunition made it even more deadly since the bullets would continue to burn inside their targets, causing unimaginable agony.

"You know what, I think we are going to be just fine," Calla said while she lifted her metal baby up and held it lovingly. Shelly did the same to hers' and then she tossed Calla a helmet. Calla didn't know what it was about helmets, but when she wore them she felt invincible. Calla planted the helmet firmly on her head and fastened the chin strap down snuggly. Shelly fastened her helmet down too.

"Alright Calla, let's kick some ass!" Shelly shouted, earning cheers from other crew members that were still arming up.

"Hell yeah!" Calla yelled, getting in touch with her dark side. Shelly led the way out of the armory with Calla following close behind.

"Are we heading to the docking bay?" Calla asked with excitement.

"No, there will be plenty of personal to hold the primary docking bay, we are going to the rear of the ship to secure the secondary docking bay, my guess is the covenant will probably split their invasion teams up," Shelly responded.

"Don't you think they will just destroy our ship with plasma?" Calla questioned.

"In the beginning of the war I would say yes, but now that they know our numbers are much greater than they had first anticipated, I would say no," Shelly huffed and drew new air into her lungs, her light machine gun wasn't very light. "They probably want to end this war just as quickly as we do, so there is a very high chance that they will invade this ship to gather any Intel they can to find the rest of our planets, if that is not the case, I am sorry I did not get to kick your ass sooner," Shelly smiled back at Calla, her eyes brows were cocked. Calla in the beginning thought Shelly was the most evil person she had ever met. But now, Calla was glad she met Shelly. Shelly was sort of like a sister to her, a bipolar sister.

"Well, however this goes, I will be right here with you until the end, sergeant!" Calla and Shelly shared a laugh together. Soon Calla and Shelly reached the long large hallway that led to the secondary docking bay. Both Calla and Shelly moved large plush couches into the middle of the hallway and set up a barricade. Calla and Shelly lowered the bipods on their machine guns and set them on the top of the couches. Then, Shelly and Calla cocked their weapons. Loud snaps could be heard as they let the slides slam back into place. The two women had their firearms trained on the secondary docking bay entrance, the doors were closed. What ever tried to get through this way would be dead faster than a Chester that was sent to prison. Shelly and Calla thought they had all their cards together until the PA system came on.

"The covenant cruiser has opened fire, everyone brace for impact," a flight deck officer warned the crew members inside the SilverSides. A second later and the ship shook violently, but it did not explode. All the lights aboard the SilverSides shut off and the weapon platforms went offline. Calla and Shelly were completely covered in darkness. It got real quiet inside the secondary docking bay hallway, with the only sound being Calla's and Shelly's steady breathing. A light illuminated from Shelly; Calla looked over at her sergeant. She was lighting a cigarette.

"You want one," Shelly asked as she offered the lit cigarette to Calla.

"Sure, thank you." Calla never smoked before, but the lit cigarette did give off some light so she accepted it. Shelly lit another cigarette and took a nice long drag from it. The tip of the cigarette lit up bright enough to expose Shelly's' face. Her eyes were looking straight at the docking bay doors. Calla decided to inhale some of her cigarette smoke, which was a mistake as she started to cough loudly.

"Calla, you cough any louder and the entire covenant armada will hear you," Shelly joked, reaching through the darkness and patting Calla on the back.

"Sorry Shelly," Calla responded in a hoarse voice.

"Don't worry, I want them to know we're here," Shelly squeezed her MG36 tightly with anticipation. After a while, the emergency power kicked on, lighting up the secondary docking bay hallway with yellow hazard lights. A second later and the PA system came on again.

"Covenant drop ships are inbound; all crew members are to commence the COLE PROTOCAL immediately!" The flight officer announced his orders. Calla and Shelly smiled wickedly as they stared down the sights of their machine guns.

"Those covenant troops are making the biggest mistake of their lives," Shelly chuckled and leaned forward into her weapon.

Meanwhile…

Thel Vadam'ee stood up proudly inside one of the many phantoms that were heading for the pathetic human ship. Thel turned and addressed his warriors.

"Brothers, today the prophets have ordered our forces to capture these week humans," Thel paused in his sentence as his fellow warriors growled in disgust. "It would seem that the hierarchs have other plans for these, HUMANS," Thel hissed the last word.

"Indeed they do," another Sangheili with only two mandibles spoke up. Thel nodded to Rtas vadum'ee knowing exactly what would soon happen to the humans aboard the destroyer. A third huge black sangheili spoke up too.

"Our glories prophets have seen fit to offer the humans a chance to walk the path with us into salvation, should they survive their assimilations, they will be reborn into a new generation of sangheili," Shipmaster Sael Yersen'ee added.

"Yes, should the humans survive, they will join our forces, and together we will conquer the galaxy, then we will find the path of redemption our sacred forerunners left for us," Thel made a fist when he mentioned the forerunners. The sangheili inside the phantom gave a victory cry, they all roared loudly. Rtas stepped forward holding a gas grenade.

"We will use these grenades to incapacitate the humans, the grenades release a sleeping agent that will render the humans unconscious," Rtas paused and continued "No human is to be harmed, those who disobey this order will be punished," Rtas got unhappy looks from just about all the sangheili in the phantom, besides Thel and Sael.

"There will be two different teams, one will attack the main docking bay to cause a diversion, the other will sneak into the wretched ship through the secondary docking bay," All the sangheilian warriors seemed to like Thels' plan a lot, they all nodded their heads in agreement. "Very good, may the forerunners shield your hearts with their hands," Thel nodded once more to his brothers in arms before he sat back down. The rest of the ride to the human ship was quiet, besides the occasional clicks that were heard from the younger sangheilis' mandibles, they were noticeably eager. Thel remembered when he was young, he was very zealous himself. Thel smiled and clicked his mandibles together. Soon the humans would know true power!

Half of the phantoms split up and went their respected ways. Thel, Rtas, Sael, and the other half of the sangheilian warriors arrived at the secondary docking bay. Thel readied himself and walked up to the phantoms loading ramp with his plasma rifle drawn. He did not want to be the first one to break Rtas' orders, but if a human did challenge him with a weapon, he would silence them. When the phantoms loading ramp lowered Thel expected to be fired upon, but it was quite the opposite. Thel ran down the phantoms loading ramp and took cover behind a large metal crate. Thels' warriors took cover too. Thel craned his long neck up and looked over the metal crate, his reptilian eyes scanned for any movement. The secondary docking bay was completely deserted, not a single human could be seen.

Thel stood up and took a second look around the docking bay. There was only one way into the bowels of the human ship. A strong sturdy double door was the only thing standing between Thels' team and the rest of the ship. Thel found it very odd that the humans had left one of the most obvious spots for an invasion undefended. Thel ordered his men to stack up along the sides of the double doors. Thel nodded over to Sael and he quickly strode over to the double doors and planted a compression charge. Then Sael armed the charge and walked back with haste to his position. Thel waited for a couple moments, listening for any signs of human life on the other side of the doors, he heard none. Thel covered his ears and nodded to Sael. Sael smiled mischievously and pressed the detonator down. The compression charge imploded, then exploded violently inwards, blasting the sturdy doors down and sending them grinding across the floor nine feet where they screeched to halt.

Just as Thel was about to give the order to go, a young and overly eager sangheili warrior darted out in the middle of the docking bay hallway with his plasma rifle. Thel in a lightning fast motion tackled the sangheili back into cover as human machine gun fire erupted further down the hallway.

"Are you trying to give the HUMANS AN EASY KILL!?" Thel scolded the young sangheili. Thel could see the fear in his eyes. The young warrior knew he had almost perished.

"I'm eternally sorry shipmaster!" the young sangheili yelled over the humans that were still firing their weaponry. The humans continued to fire their weapons for a couple more seconds and then the echoes of their shots ceased.

Calla and Shelly had fired nonstop for a whole ten seconds. By the time Calla stopped shooting she had only wasted thirty five rounds from her M24OB heavy machine gun. Calla looked over at Shelly; her feet were buried in brass. She must have spent one hundred and eighty rounds in just TEN SECONDS! Calla had fired three and a half rounds a second. Shelly had fired eighteen rounds a second. Calla and Shelly looked down the hallway, they didn't see the elite they had opened fire on, he must have been obliterated. With two hundred and fifth teen rounds spent, he'd better be dead! Shelly reloaded her MG36 slapping a fresh duel drum mag in before pulling back on the slide. Shelly let go of the slide and it snapped back into place chambering a fresh round.

"There's plenty more where that came from split chins, why don't you poke your heads out again?" Shelly playfully punched Calla on the shoulder. Calla grinned wildly back at Shelly, her heart was pounding from the excitement. The elites in the docking bay roared a challenge at the two women. Shelly and Calla answered their challenge with another barrage of bullets. Between Calla's green tipped bullets and Shelly's red tipped bullets; it was starting to look a lot like Christmas.

Thel and his warriors cringed at the awful sound the human's machine guns' made. Sangheilian ears were very sensitive to loud noises, so the onslaught of human firepower was almost unbearable. Rats moved close to the entrance of the docking bay hallway and threw a gas grenade down the hallway. A couple seconds later and the gas grenade exploded. Thel smiled as he heard the humans cursing, their mouths were so filthy.

"Oh Fuck!" Shelly yelled as the grenade the elite threw exploded sending blue gas screaming down the hallway towards them.

"Shit, oh SHIT!" Calla shouted her own curses before she lifted her heavy machine gun up. Shelly and Calla abandoned their positions at the comfy couches just in time as the blue gas engulfed the area. Calla and Shelly fell back as far as they could before they had hit an emergency blast shield door that had shut when the sensors had detected the gas.

"Oh no, this is not good!" Shelly yelled, now there was no escape and the elites would soon be sending more gas grenades their way. Calla looked around desperately searching for an escape path, and then she saw one. A small ventilation shaft that Shelly and Calla could just barley fit through.

"Shelly, here's a vent!" Calla moved over to the ventilation shaft and fired her powerful weapon into the vent. It only took a couple of rounds and the vent cover disintegrated into little pieces. "We have to ditch our guns, and our armor!" Calla knew there was no way that she and Shelly would be able to fit through the vent opening with all their gear. Calla reluctantly said good bye to her metal baby, and then she shed her armor. Shelly did the same and climbed into the vent with Calla just as the elites threw another gas grenade their way. Calla and Shelly moved twice as fast through the vent when they heard the second gas grenade explode. The blue gas chased Shelly and Calla through the ventilation system. The gas finally slowed down and stopped nine feet from the two women. That was a good thing since Shelly and Calla encountered another vent cover. Shelly gave the vent five hard kicks and she sent it flying to the ground.

Shelly and Calla jumped down backwards from the vent opening and turned around. Then they prepared to run, but both Shelly and Calla froze dead in their tracks. There in front of them were twenty five elites that were trying to get into the armory. The elites stopped prying at the armory doors and quickly faced the new comers.

"Holy fuck," Shelly whispered under her breath. Calla looked back up at the vent they had come through. The vent was too high to reach and the blue gas was starting to slowly trickle out of the vent down along the wall. Calla and Shelly backed up against the wall they had jumped down from as the large elites surrounded them, clicking their mandibles in anticipation. Both Shelly and Calla adopted a fighting stance, preparing for the inevitable. One of the elites eyed up the two females and snorted. The elite walked up casually and prepared to grab the two females, thinking they were not a threat to be taken seriously. Boy did that elite make an ill informed decision. As soon as the elite reached out to grab the two females they lashed out at the elite, crippling him and sending him flying back towards his buddies in their fury. The other elites gawked at the human females in shock, not believing what they had just witnessed.

Some of the other elites barked orders at each other and they started to close in on the females. Calla looked over at Shelly and spoke.

"One down, twenty four more to go," Calla pressed her back against Shellys' and they started to duke it out with the elites. Whenever the elites would get close to the females they got their asses handed to them right and proper. The elites backed away from the angry females, some were holding their stomachs and others were holding their mandibles, obviously in pain. The elites gave loud battle cries and they rushed the two small females together. Calla and Shelly managed to land a couple of punches, but they were quickly overpowered by the sheer might of the large elites. Shelly and Calla were hit multiple times, covering their faces with their hands. The elites viciously kicked and stomped on the two helpless females until they heard a loud roar from behind their flanks. All the elites whipped around in panic to see a furiously angry ship master.

Thel had never felt much pity for the humans, but when he saw his own men battering the two little females it more than he could allow.

"You all should be ashamed of yourselves!" Thel roared at his sangheilian warriors. They all bowed their heads in humiliation. "There was no HONOR in this fight!" Thel scolded his warriors as he pushed the sangheili aside and moved over to the unconscious females. Twenty five warriors against two tiny females was hardly a fair fight. But these two females held their own better than most of his own warriors, how was this even possible? Thel delicately scoped the two small females up and held them firmly in his strong arms. Both of the human female's faces were bruised and bloodied. Thel felt his blood boil and his eyes shot daggers at his men. All of them back up and bowed their heads further in disgrace. "This is the kind of behavior I would expect from those filthy flee ridden Jiralhanae, not my own WARRIORS!" Thel glared at his warriors before he turned and left. Both of the human females had done more than enough to show their worth. They definitely deserve a chance to become one of us, Thel thought to himself as he carried the two tattered females back to the Unyielding Triumph.

Authors note: **And now the real fun begins, bwah hahahahaaa! **

**Now I only have one favor to ask of you, if you like this story, please leave a review! Or else you will suffer the same fate as Calla!**
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_Calla awoke to a warm sensation trickling over her face. Calla opened her eyes and she was momentarily blinded by the bright sun that was shining in from a window. As Callas' eyes adjusted she was able to take in her surroundings. Calla was lying on a ridiculously comfy bed with a nice soft blanket snugly covering her. She was in a purple room that was furnished with rather expensive looking furniture. There were Chester drawers, a night stand and other odd and ends. Sitting on the night stand was a large picture. In the picture there was an elite male with amber eyes, he wore black robes that were lined with gold. The elite was holding his girlfriend, no, his wife lovingly. She had brilliant blue eyes and she shared the same light brown skin color as her husband. The elite female wore a dashing red dress that stopped at her elegant legs. The elite female was very happy with her husband; she had her head pressed against the male's well defined chest. The male elite was holding his wife's belly in an affectionate manner, she appeared to be pregnant. All in all, it looked like a match made in heaven, well, for elites anyway._

_ Calla started to become more aware of her situation. She had been on the SilverSides when it was attacked by covenant forces. Now she was anywhere but in space. Judging by the view outside of the window, she was on a beach? Calla tried to remember who she was with when she had been beaten unconscious by a mob of pissed off elites. Calla remembered she had kicked their asses really good with another woman, and the only reason the elites won was because they had cheated, go figure. Calla guessed that the elites could not bear the shame of losing to a couple of females, so they bum rushed the two of them to end their fun. Calla laughed inside her head, with her partner in crime they probably could have defeated all the elites that had boarded the SilverSides if they hadn't left their precious machine guns behind._

_ Calla tried to get out of the cozy bed but she had trouble with her legs. Callas' legs didn't feel quite right, as a matter of fact, her whole body did not feel right. Calla stopped trying to leave the bed and she just lied there, looking up at the purple ceiling. Then, Calla felt a yawn coming on. She leaned her head back into her pillow and opened her mouth to yawn. Callas' eyes widened in panic when her mouth split apart. She quickly closed her mouth with her hands; she could feel razor sharp teeth inside her mouth. Calla looked at her clawed hands and she gasped, she had two opposing thumbs and two long index fingers! Calla tore the soft blanket off herself and she cried out in surprise. Her legs were double jointed and she had two toed hooves instead of feet. Calla realized with dread that she was not human, SHE was an ELITE!_

_ Before Calla could react any further to her predicament, two muscular arms wrapped around her soft waist and she was pulled into a warm mass of muscles. Calla craned her long neck to her left and she was looking into the concerned eyes of a rather large attractive elite. The elites amber eyes borrowed into her deep blue eyes._

_ "Calla, my mate, what troubles you so?" the elite asked in a worried tone. Calla could not find her voice; she could only stare at the alarmed elite that was beside her. The elite abandoned his look of concern and he smiled at Calla. He brought his mouth down to her smooth neck. Then he nipped and nuzzled her tenderly. Calla released a soft moan as the elite began to lick her neck attentively. Calla did not fight him; she just let him continue his welcomed display of affection. Instinctively, Calla locked her mandibles in a kiss with the male. He gently stroked the side of her face with his large clawed hand, growling in satisfaction. A sudden realization hit Calla. She was the elite female in the picture and this elite male was her HUSBAND!_

_ Calla broke away from the tantalizing kiss, and she stared deeply into the elites' amber eyes. Calla thought she should ask him for his name, but Calla had a feeling that she knew his name already. Calla inhaled the males' musky scent and she purred his name._

_ "Thel," Calla pressed her head against his and growled lovingly._

_ "Yes, my mate," Thel replied, giving her a loving squeeze. Calla thought about what she would say next. She knew this was just a dream, a very weird but comforting dream. Calla decided to go along with the heartening dream, for however long it lasted._

_ "What time is it?" Calla asked, burying her head into her lover's thick warm neck._

_ "It is time to get up," Thel paused and looked out the window before continuing. "It would seem the suns have risen before us, my beautiful mate," Thel purred into Callas' silk smooth neck, giving her love nips. Calla returned Thels' caressing nips with another elite kiss. For some reason, Thels scent was intoxicating to Calla, and vise versa. Thel could get enough of Callas' enticing aroma. They two elites lied in their bed for the longest time, showing each other untold amounts of affection. Just when Calla thought she would pass out from her lovers dominant instincts, he released her, but not before sneaking in one last teasing nip on her neck. Calla giggled and stretched her neck out to give Thel a nip of his own but he was far too quick for her and he dodged her attack._

_ "I think you are becoming addicted to me, Calla," Thel smiled and sat up. Then he flared his mandibles in a mighty yawn. Calla smiled suggestively at Thel before she responded to him._

_ "I'm not the only one who is an addict," Calla inhaled Thels' strong scent once more, and then she sat up too. Callas' blue reptilian eyes wondered over to the large picture she had seen when she had first awoke. Thel smiled and hummed happily._

_ "It is hard to believe it has already been eight years since that day," Thel gazed into Callas' eyes. "Our little one has grown up rather fast," Calla looked over at Thel in surprise. Then Calla smacked herself mentally. Duh, I was pregnant in the picture, Calla scolded herself. _

_ "Where is our child?" Calla asked in a worried tone, her mandibles twitched._

_ "She is sleeping soundly in the room across from ours," Thel paused and grinned at Calla. "You are such a good mother Calla, always concerned for our little ones wellbeing," Thel swung his hooves over the side of the bed and stood up. Calla did the same, finding it easier to control her body now that she was more alert. Thel looked over his broad shoulders and narrowed his amber eyes at Calla. "Would you care to join me for a bath, my mate?" Thel asked innocently._

_ "How could I refuse, my love?" Calla walked with her husband into the bathroom. Thel closed the bathroom door behind Calla and then he walked over to a gigantic bathtub. Calla took a second to admire the bathroom while Thel was drawing the water. This was the bathroom of her dreams. It had a ten foot ceiling that had beautiful blue tinted skylights, giving the bathroom a relaxing shade of lighting. The floor was made up of purple hexagonal shaped tiles. The toilet and sink were made up of a greenish blue marble, truly eye catching. But the thing that drew the most attention from Calla was the enormous BATHTUB! It was big enough for a hunter to bathe comfortable in. There was a large window opposite from the bathtub. Calla walked over to the window and she gasped softly. She was definitely on a beach. Calla could see the teal water lapping gently across the white sand of the beach. The skies were clear and she could see three suns not one. Calla thought this was odd, but she was on Sanghelios after all. _

_ Calla was so entranced by the beauty of the view; she did not notice Thel sneaking up on her. In a flash, Thel scooped Calla up bridle style and carried her over to the huge bathtub. Calla laughed the whole way over. Thel climbed into the bathtub and gently set his mate down into the soothing water. The water was perfect, just the right temperature. Calla and Thel sighed as they let the welcoming water relax their muscles. Calla turned around and embraced Thel again. Thel chuckled and returned the embrace._

_ "I have decided Calla, I will be taking you to rehab," Thel smirked and nuzzled her with his snout._

_ "You will do no such thing, Thel," Calla started to purr, enjoying every second of her lovers attention. Calla had searched her whole life to find a trust worthy man. She had always been very cautious around men, since most of them only wanted one thing, sex. Who would have thought the man of her dreams would be an elite, a very strong and handsome elite. Calla looked up at Thel and she started to shed tears of joy. _

_ "Oh Calla, you are so sincere," Thel wiped her tears away with one of his claws. Thel reached passed Calla and grabbed a blue bar of soap. Then he started to rub the bar of soap gently across Callas' smooth back. Calla hummed happily as Thel brushed the soap over her head. Finally when she was all lathered up, Thel wrapped his hands around her back. "Take a deep breath," Thel said, and then he delicately held Calla under the water while he washed the suds off. Calla didn't know what was warmer, the water, or Thels graceful hands. No sooner had Thel held Calla under the water, he pulled her back up. Calla released her breath and prepared to inhale fresh air, but she was stopped when Thel locked his mandibles into hers. Calla inhaled slowly, taking in Thels' irresistible scent. Calla then wrapped her legs around Thels waist and she prepared to mate with him, cooing and nudging his chest with her muzzle. Much to Callas' disappointment, Thel pulled away and placed one of his claws over her mandibles._

_ "Do not resist me, my love," Calla nipped at his claw._

_ "We still have to prepare dinner for our guests, they will be arriving in a couple hours, my mate," Thel growled and ran his hands down along Callas waist. Then he gave her rump a tight squeeze. Calla moaned and wrapped her hands around his muscular chest, licking his neck with her long tongue. Thel lowered his head next to Callas' and whispered into her ear._

_ "There will be plenty of time for mating later, Calla," Thel quickly pulled her into his strong arms, her warm breasts pressed snuggly against his large chest muscles. Thel released a moan of his own, he knew he had to break away or else he would be unable to control his feral desires. Just as quickly as Thel had embraced Calla he broke away. Calla pouted and leaned back into the warm water, slowly drifting to the other side of the bathtub. Calla watch Thel lather himself up with soap, his muscles had wet sheen to them, making him look even sexier. It was all Calla could do to refrain from pouncing on her husband, and fulfilling her own desires. Thel was definitely giving Calla a show, flexing his big muscles while he smirked at her._

_ "Stop torturing me!" Calla cried out to him. Thel laughed and washed the suds of his well-defined body. Once Thel was finished he climbed out of the tub and grabbed a towel. Thel unfolded the towel and signaled Calla to get out of the tub. Calla climbed out of the Bathtub and walked over to Thel. Calla looked up at him and smiled. Thel must have been two feet taller than Calla. Thel smiled back at his mate and wrapped her in the towel. Thel then began to dry Calla off with the towel. When he was finished, he dried himself off. Both Calla and Thel left the bathroom and walked into their huge bedroom. _

_ "And now it is time to dress ourselves," Thel said as he grabbed a lovely purple dress for Calla. She slipped it on with haste, and twirled around in it. Thel smiled while he watched Calla admire her dress. "It looks good on you, my mate," Thel grabbed dark blue robes and donned them. Calla smiled when she glanced at Thel, his robes were a little tight on him, showing the outlines of his toned muscles._

_ "Your attire looks enticing, my love," Calla attempted to launch herself at Thel to give him a nip, but he countered her and squeezed her in a tight bear hug._

_ "And just what do you think you are doing, Calla," Thel eyed her suspiciously, and then he nuzzled her playfully. Calla laughed and tried to squirm out of his arms. But Thel picked her up and spun her around in circles. Callas' dress danced in tune with the momentum. Calla could not stop laughing, Thel joined in, laughing with her. Thel eventually set her down and they both used each other for support, until the dizziness wore off._

_ "Come now Calla, it is time to wake our little one and prepare dinner for our guests," Thel walked over to their bedroom door and opened it. Calla left the bedroom with Thel and he closed the bedroom door. Calla walked across the hallway and opened her daughters' bedroom door. Callas' eyes were immediately drawn to the bed that was on the far side of the room. There was a little elite female sleeping soundly underneath a comfy purple blanket. Calla walked over to the bed and gently pulled the covers down. Callas' eyes welled up with tears, her daughter was so precious. Her little mandibles were tugged inwards and her small head was tucked. As soon as Calla laid her clawed hands on her little child she instantly knew her name._

_ "Galina," Calla purred her daughters' name. Galina stirred and opened her soft blue eyes; she blinked a couple of times. Then she bumped her head against her mothers. Calla instantly wrapped her long arms around her small child and held her dearly while she purred contently. Galina draped her little arms around Callas' neck. Then she pressed her small head into her mothers' warm chest and cooed. Thel walked up behind the two and gave them both a big hug. Thel looked down at his mate and daughter with his head cocked. Thel released a purr of his own; a deep rumbling sound resonated from the inside of his thick chest. Galina looked up at her mother and father and she flared her mandibles playfully. Both Thel and Calla were unable to resist their daughter's charm. They lowered their snouts down to Galinas' little neck and they nuzzled her affectionately. Galina began to giggle as the nuzzles she was receiving from her parents were starting to tickle. Both Calla and Thel drew their heads back and smiled at their daughter. Galina looked up at her parents and asked in a sweet voice._

_ "Did you sleep well?" Galina ducked her head a little to avoid a nip from her mother._

_ "Yes, we slept very well, Galina," Calla replied, blushing as Thel nipped her on the shoulder._

_ "Are you both going to prepare dinner now?" Galina tilted her head._

_ "Yes my child, we are off to a late start, our company will be arriving soon," Thel replied. Thel let go of his mate and daughter. Thel smiled happily and then he left the room. Galina looked up at her mother and she clicked her little mandibles._

_ "Mother, may I help you prepare the evening meal?" Galinas' soft blue eyes locked on to Callas' deep blue eyes._

_ "Of course my dear, you will be my sue chef," Calla answered back, and then she left the bedroom with her daughter in hand. As Calla was walking through the spacious hallway she saw different family pictures placed on the walls, each one made her hearts melt a little bit more. Calla walked into the living room and glanced around quickly, everything was neat and clean, that's because I keep a tidy house, Calla smiled inwardly. Galina squirmed in her mothers' arms, desperately trying to break free. Calla smiled and released her child and she ran into the kitchen excitedly. Calla followed her daughters trail and she found herself in one of the most fascinating kitchens of all times. The kitchen was curved and the counters were made of fine wood that had a glossy finish. The refrigerator and freezer almost touched the ceiling. There was a large stove and oven too. The floor was made of hardwood, just great in case something was spilled, it made for easy clean up. There were pots and pans of different sizes. Knifes and kitchen utensils were dangling neatly from the cabinets that housed different plates. Right above the sink was a large window that had a view inland. There was a small farm not far from the house that held different animals. The animals were grazing on the grass happily, basking in the sunlight. Calla noticed that the sliding glass door to the right of the kitchen was open and Thel was nowhere to be seen. Calla looked down at her daughter who had been waiting patiently for her. Galina smiled at her mother._

_ "May I start cutting the vegetables mother?" Galina rested her hands along her green dress._

_ "Yes my dear, uhm, do you know where your father is?" When Calla asked Galina the question, a sad look crossed her eyes and she averted her gaze to the floor._

_ "He is choosing an animal," Galina kept her eyes trained at the floor._

_ "What for?" Calla questioned, reaching her hand down and resting it on her daughters shoulder._

_ "For dinner," Galina responded with sorrow, knowing the animal would meet its demise. Galina's eyes started to tear up._

_ "Oh Galina, it is the cycle of life, the animals sacrifices keep us alive and fed, we could not survive on fruits and vegetables alone," Calla knew this was not true for humans, but elites were a totally different story. Galina nodded her head and looked back into her mother's eyes._

_ "Do you think the animals will be returned to the heavens, once they are, dead," Galina said the last part remorsefully._

_ "Of course they will Galina, animals are very special to god, they will not be forgotten," Calla words comforted her daughter. She smiled and wiped the tears from her eyes. "Now it is time for you to get your little butt in gear," Calla smiled at Galina and pulled a chair out. Galina climbed up onto the chair and looked over at Calla. Calla grabbed a cutting board and a small knife. Calla placed the cutting board down on the kitchen table and placed the small knife on top of it. Then Calla grabbed what resembled carrots onions and potatoes. Calla brought the vegetables over to her daughter and laid them out neatly on the cutting board._

_ "How would you like me to cut them mother?" Galina picked up the small knife._

_ "Cut them down the middle then chop them into halves," Calla said while she put a big pot on the stove._

_ "Yes mother," Galina began to chop the onions and carrots accordingly, and then she started to peel the potatoes. While Galina was busy with her task, Calla was preparing a beef broth, using different herbs and spices. The two continued their tasks until they were finished. Calla looked over at Galina. She had chopped all the vegetables up nicely._

_ "Would you bring the vegetables over, my dear," Calla continued to stir the broth mixture._

_ "Of course mother," Galina brought the plate of vegetables over and offered them to her mother. Calla accepted them and praised her daughter._

_ "Very good Galina, they are perfectly cut," Galina smiled bashfully._

_ "Thank you mother, may I leave and play outside?" Galina questioned, holding her hands together, resting them in front of her dress._

_ "Yes my dear, but you stay close to the house, our company will be here soon," Calla smiled at her daughter, and then she scooped the vegetables into the broth mixture. Galina hummed joyfully and trotted out the kitchen door, in search for an adventure. Calla mixed the vegetables around inside the broth and brought it to a simmer. Calla felt a presence behind her and she turned around. Thel was behind her, he had a dead animal in his claws. The animal was wrapped in a white sheet. The sheet was drenched in purple blood._

_ "I picked the best yato we had," Thel carried the lifeless animal over to the sink and unraveled the cloth. Calla cringed when she saw the animal. Its head was cut clean off and the skin had been peeled. Thel saw her uncertainty and spoke up. "If it bothers you so I can prepare the yato for cooking," Thel offered his help, but Calla smiled and declined his offer._

_ "I can do it, you picked a fine animal for our feast tonight my love," Calla thanked her husband and stood beside him. Thel would have embraced Calla but his hands were all bloodied up, so he decided against it. Thel moved over to the sink and started to wash his claws; the purple blood dripped off his hands and was washed down the drain by the running water. Calla examined the headless yato; the guts had already been removed. Calla looked over at Thel with a hint of sadness. "The yato didn't suffer, did it?" Calla asked while she began to chop it up into decent sized pieces._

_ "Of course not, the yatos' death was quick and painless," Thel replied soothingly, getting the rest of the blood off his claws. Calla nodded and continued to cut up the animal. Once Calla had finished chopping up all the meat, there was nothing left but bones from the yato. Calla started to put the meat into the big pot which held the vegies and the broth. Thel folded the cloth with the bones inside and carried them out of the house. Calla cleaned up the blood that was on the counter and then she washed her hands. Calla hadn't noticed it before, but the sink was really large, just the way she liked them. When Calla was finished washing her hands she walked over to the refrigerator to get herself a drink. Calla opened the refrigerator and looked at her options. After skimming through the choices she chose the milk. Calla took the milk from the fridge and poured herself a glass. Then she put the milk back and closed the fridge. Calla grabbed the glass of milk and sat down at the kitchen table. Calla placed the cup past her mandibles and began to drink the milk. This was truly the freshest tastiest milk Calla had ever had pleasure to drink. Calla didn't stop drinking the milk until she had finished it off. Calla sighed and leaned back into her chair._

_ Calla closed her eyes for just a second and then she heard laughter. Calla turned her head to the kitchen sliding glass door and she saw Thel walk in carrying Galina over his shoulder. Galina struggled, trying to slip away but Thel flipped her down into his arms and pressed her tight against his chest._

_ "THERE IS NO ESCAPE, Bwah hahahaa!" Thel nuzzled his daughter and that put her into a laughing fit. Calla smiled and chuckled, this was truly one of her best dreams yet. Thel ceased his attack on Galina and put her down carefully. Galina looked up at Thel then she hugged him. "It would seem you are not the only one who needs to go to rehab Calla," Thel kneeled and returned Galinas' hug. Calla was going to reply but her attention was drawn to the front door when a series of knocks were heard._

_ "I will get it," Calla stood up and walked out of the kitchen. She made her way through the living room and stopped at the front door. Calla started to reach her hand out to open the door but she hesitated. Calla wondered who would be coming over since Thel had not given her much insight. Calla grabbed the door handle and opened it to reveal two elites. One was male with a brown skin color, and green eyes. The male was missing two of his left mandibles; he must have had an unfortunate accident. The other elite was definitely a female, she had a brown skin color as well. Her eyes were green also, but her eyes looked very familiar. Calla wasn't able to put the pieces together until the female spoke._

_ "Calla, how are you this fine evening," The female walked up to Calla and hugged her tightly. The elite female was Shelly, Callas' sergeant. Calla smiled and hugged Shelly back. Calla was glad Shelly could make it into her dream._

_ "I'm just fine Shelly, I assume you are well," Calla responded, letting go of Shelly. _

_ "I am well, and quite happy you invited Rtas and myself over for supper," Shelly looked over at Rtas and smiled. "I forgot the desert, I will be right back,"_

_ "We will be inside waiting for you dear," Rtas replied, he turned and smiled at Calla, his two mandibles tugged upwards. _

_ "Please come in," Calla stepped aside and let Rtas through. Rtas didn't have to walk far into the house before he was greeted by Thel._

_ "Rtas, my brother, I hope you are hungry, my mate has prepared a wonderful meal," Thel walked up to Rtas and gave him a friendly pat on the back. Rtas returned Thels pat._

_ "Indeed brother, I have worked up quite an appetite," Rtas followed Thel into the kitchen and was nearly pounced on by a hiding Galina. _

_ "Uncle RTAS!" Galina hunched her legs and sprang into Rtas' arms. Rtas caught her with ease and nuzzled her._

_ "Galina, it is so good to see you, you still have not lost your stealth," Rtas chuckled and set Galina down. If Galina had been an assassin, Rtas might have been eliminated. Rtas walked into the kitchen, and then he sat down with Thel and Galina. Calla was still at the door humming happily while she waited for Shelly's return. Calla did not have to wait long before Shelly was seen walking up the driveway. Calla didn't know how she had missed it but there was a big expensive looking car parked in her driveway. The car did not have wheels, it must us air propulsion, Calla thought. _

_ "Calla, are you daydreaming again," Shelly laughed and this snapped Calla out of her thoughts. Calla grinned and cocked her head at Shelly._

_ "You just watch it missy," Calla threatened playfully. Shelly smirked and narrowed her green reptilian eyes, and then she cocked her head to the side._

_ "If it is a quarrel you are looking for, you have found it my dear," Shelly snapped her mandibles in a joking manner. Calla laughed and hugged her again. Calla was careful not to damage the desert._

_ "Let us go and eat, we are having yato tonight," Calla walked Shelly through the front door and closed it._

_ "I just love yato, it is the best of all meats," Shelly replied. Now Shelly's hunger was really gnawing at her. The two elite females walked through the living room and joined the others at the kitchen table. Shelly walked over to the refrigerator and set the desert inside. Then Shelly sat down next to her mate, Rtas. Calla would have set the table but Thel and Galina had done it while she was answering the door. Calla walked over to the stove and grabbed the large pot by its handles. Calla carried the pot over to the table and removed the lid. Hot steam flowed out of the big pot, the meat and vegetables smelled so good. The aroma of the meat traveled across the table and drifted into the noses of the hungry elites. They all clicked their mandibles in excitement, they were practically drooling. Calla grabbed a cradle and started to dish everyone up. All the hungry souls hummed happily as their plates were filled to the brims._

_ "Now this is good eats, you have my thanks Calla," Rtas complimented._

_ "We all prepared this," Calla nodded at Thel and Galina. Thel and Galina smiled back at Calla. Calla filled her plate up, and then she joined the others at the table._

_ "Now, let us thank the forerunners," Thel commanded. Everyone bowed their heads and closed their eyes in respect. "Holy forerunners, we are grateful to receive this meal, when so many others will go hungry tonight, we ask that you bless this bounty, and let it give us the strength we need to keep our feet steady and our hearts strong," Thel nodded finishing the prayer. Calla lifted her head and opened her eyes, as did everyone else. "Now, let us eat," Thel gave the go ahead. They all started to eat their ridiculously delicious meals. The meat was so tender it came apart in fine strips. The vegetables were cooked just right, not too firm, nor too soft. The five elites continued to eat their meals until their bowels were bare._

_ "That was most tasty," Galina commented, while she licked her claws._

_ "Indeed it was," Rtas added. Shelly and Thel nodded in agreement._

_ "But now it is time for desert," Shelly stood up and walked over to the fridge. Then she pulled her desert out and brought it to the table. Shelly set the plate down and removed the cloth that covered it. Resting on the plate were freshly baked sweet fruit strudels with a sugar glaze coting._

_ "What have you done Shelly?" Calla was quick to grab one of the tempting strudels._

_ "Try one and you will see," Shelly smirked and secured herself one. Everyone else grabbed theirs too. Calla took a bite and her mandibles twitched with delight._

_ "This is wonderful Shelly," The poor strudel did not last long at Callas' mercy. She quickly hounded it down and licked the sweet glaze off her claws._

_ "I'm glad you liked them," Shelly was pleased. Rtas smirked over at Shelly and made a wise comment._

_ "I guess they are palatable," Rtas joked, grinning at his mate. Shelly gave Rtas a jab to the ribs for his humor. Thel, Rtas, Shelly, and Galina finished their strudels soon after Calla. All the elites started to relax, with their bellies full of savory meat, vegetables and now, sweets. Suddenly, a beeping sound was heard. Rtas looked down at his watch and he stood up immediately._

_ "I'm afraid we must leave now Shelly, Thank you for this wonderful dinner," Rtas nodded towards Calla and Thel. Shelly nodded her head too and stood up._

_ "Come again soon brother," Thel stood and gave Rtas an elite handshake._

_ "Yes we will have to eat together again, take care," Rtas walked with Shelly five feet behind. Calla quickly made her way to Shelly's side and stopped her._

_ "I wish you did not have leave so soon," Calla embraced Shelly tightly. Shelly grinned and returned the embrace._

_ "Do not worry Calla, you will be seeing me very soon," With that, Shelly slipped out of the hug and followed her mate down the driveway and out of sight. Calla sighed and closed the front door. Although Calla didn't show it, she was sad inside. Calla walked through the living room and stopped when she reached the kitchen. Galina was helping Thel put the used dishes into the sink and then Galina started to wipe the table down. Thel looked over his shoulders and Called over to Calla with a calculating voice._

_ "Calla, my mate, it is time for you to perform your wifeful duties," Thel joked, unable to keep a straight face. Calla could not suppress a laugh as she walked over to her husband. Calla stood next to him and they started to wash the dishes together. Galina walked over to her mother and tugged at her dress. Calla looked down at her daughter._

_ "And what will you have me do, mother?" Galina asked with a smile._

_ "Your father and I can take care of the kitchen, you should go brush your teeth," Calla replied returning Galina's smile. Galina nodded her head and responded._

_ "Yes mother," Galina walked out of the kitchen and past the living room. Galina made her way down the hallway until she came across the bathroom, then she entered the bathroom and close the door. Thel and Calla continued to wash the dishes. Out of the blue, Calla had a bad feeling. Her dream had been very welcoming until this point. Calla was not the only one who was nervous, Thel walked around the kitchen table and he started to walk towards the front door, sniffing the air with his muzzle. Calla could hear the sounds of tires screeching to halt, and then the footfall of many boots storming up to her house. The sounds of rifles cocking could be heard outside the house. Calla remembered the high pitched screeching sound the tires made; it was a vehicle for human SOLDIERS! _

_ Without warning the front door was kicked in and a hoard of armed men stormed into the house. They were greeted by Callas furious mate. Thel roared and managed kill a couple of the humans with his bare hands but he was stopped soon after. Five soldiers opened fire on Thel with high powered assault rifles. The bullets ripped and tore through his chest, then he fell to the ground in pain twitching and gaging as purple blood spilled out all around him. A moment later and Thel had ceased to move._

_ "THEL!" Calla without a second thought grabbed a large kitchen knife and charged the soldiers. It was too late for Thel, but her daughter still had a chance. Calla would give her life before she would let them harm Galina. Calla did not make it far before the heartless soldiers lit her up. The rounds from their machine guns tore through Callas chest and shredded her lungs. Calla flopped down on her back with her eyes wide. Calla could not take in fresh air. Thick warm blood was the only thing that greeted her when she inhaled. _

_ A terrified Galina had seen what had unfolded and attempted to run to her mother's aid._

_ "MOTHER!" Galina cried. She did not make it far before one of the soldiers slammed the butt of his rifle into her little head. A sickening crack was heard and Galina fell to the ground unconscious. Callas' eyes flushed with tears as she reached her hand out towards her daughter. One of the armed gunmen laughed and stomped on Callas hand, breaking her fingers. Calla managed to cry out, with what little air she had left. Calla looked up at the soldier that had broken her hand and she flinched. The soldier was a rebel troop, from Mahuads personal army. Calla looked over at the front door when a new figure walked through. The man wore a general's uniform complete with a red beret. The man had pale grey eyes, grayish white hair and he had a hideous scar running down his left cheek. Calla instantly knew who the man was._

_ "MAHUAD!" Calla managed to force out his name. Mahuad chuckled and walked over to Calla. _

_ "Like mother like daughter, you will share the same fate," Mahuad taunted Calla, then he laughed wickedly. One of Mahuads' troops walked over to Galina and grabbed her roughly by the scruff of her neck._

_ "What should we do with this little shit," The soldier asked distastefully, eager to end the child's life._

_ "She can still be reeducated to fight for us, get her out of here," Mahuad ordered, waving the one troop off._

_ "Yes General!" The troop quickly hauled Galina away. Calla groaned painfully as she watched her daughter being taken. Another troop approached Mahuad._

_ "What should we do with the bodies?" The soldier stood by waiting for Mahuad's orders. Mahuad looked down and Calla and smiled evilly. Calla swore, if Satan had a face, it would be Mahuads'. _

_ "Burn them," was Mahuad's simple reply. The rebel troop saluted Mahuad._

_ "Yes General!" The troop exited the house with several others to acquire gas cans. Callas' vision blurred for a while and when she regained her sight a rebel troop was standing over her with a gas can at the ready. The troop looked over at Mahuad and he nodded his head with a nasty sneer on his face. The Troop looked down at Calla, she could not see his face since he had a black balaclava on. All Calla could see was his hateful brown eyes. The troop began to slosh the gasoline on Calla while the other troops spilled gas throughout the house. The troop made sure he got some of the gas in Callas' mouth before the can was emptied. Calla gaged on the sour and rancid taste of the strong gas. Soon all the troops had finished off their cans of gas and stood by for further orders. Mahuad looked back at his men and spoke._

_ "You all wait outside, I won't be long," Mahuad commanded as he lit a cigarette._

_ "YES General!" All his troops responded in unison then they vacated the house. Mahuad turned his attention back to Calla while he smoked. _

_ "You know it is a real shame Calla, I knew your parents were not traitors, but your father never did learn to keep his big fucking mouth shut," Mahuad inhaled deeply then blew the cigarette smoke into Callas face. "He was always running his mouth behind my back, even after everything I did for him, For YOU," Mahuads voice was very nasty. He brought the cigarette back to his mouth and inhaled some more smoke. Mahuad exhaled then spoke again. "It's too bad your mother died so soon, she was very sexy, If she hadn't been bleeding all over herself, I would have had some fun with her before I had her killed," Calla with what little strength she had left reached her clawed hand out and grabbed Mahuads ankle. Then she spoke weakly._

_ "fuck you," Calla forced out. Callas' life was leaving her as her purple blood continued to flow from her wounds. Mahuad responded to Callas' resentment with a swift kick to her head. Then he took a final drag from his cigarette. Mahuad looked down at Calla and spat on her. Mahuad released the smoke from his lungs and he gave Calla a parting comment._

_ "Someone won't be seeing you tonight," Muhuad tossed the lit cigarette at Calla and walked away. The cigarette landed on Calla igniting the gas. Calla was engulfed in flames. The flames quickly spread throughout the house, lapping up at the walls. Calla looked over at Thel; the life had left his eyes long ago. Just when Calla thought she would pass out from the pain, she woke up out of her sleep._

"MAHUAD!" Calla screamed his name, shooting up in a holding cell bed. After Calla screamed Mahuad's name, she broke out into tears. Calla did not have to weep long before she was embraced by smooth hands. Calla looked up and she was staring into the green eyes of her sergeant.

"You're okay Calla, I'm here for you girl," Shelly said in a soothing voice. Calla flung her arms around Shelly's neck and cried bitterly into her shoulder. "That's it, let it all out," Shelly started to rub Callas back. Shelly held Calla for the longest time before she was able to collect herself. Calla sniffed and lifted her head.

"Thank you, Shelly," Calla voice was riddled with sorrow. Shelly smiled and wiped the tears from her eyes with her thumb.

"You are okay, private," Shelly joked. This made Calla laugh a little. Calla took a deep breath and sighed. Shelly and Calla heard a snort and they looked over at the cell entrance to see an elite guard sneering at them.

"How cute," The elite mocked Shelly's display of comfort, which was a mistake. Shelly's evil side took over and she jumped up with the fire of hell in her eyes.

"WHY DON'T YOU COME IN HERE AND SAY THAT TO MY FACE YOU MOTHER FUCKER, I'LL BREAK THOSE MANDIBLES OFF AND SLIT YOUR GODDAMN THROAT FROM EAR TO EAR YOU PIECE OF SHIT! The elite ran off terrified at Shelly's sudden outburst. The elite ran from her the way he would've if he had just seen a demon. Shelly turned around satisfied and sat back down next to Calla. Calla looked at Shelly with her eyes wide, then she broke out into howling laughter, Shelly joined in too. The two women laughed until their sides hurt. Then they stopped and gasped for air. Calla looked over at Shelly and sighed happily.

"So, what happens now?" Calla asked her sergeant.

"Well it's obvious these split chins don't want us dead, or they would have killed us already," Shelly replied. Calla nodded and looked back at the cell entrance. What did the elites have planned? Calla wondered.

Thel Vadam'ee was kneeling before the holy prophets, Truth, Mercy, and Regret.

"Rise, proud Sangheili," Truth commanded. Thel rose to his feet and stood up proudly. "So then, how many HUMANS were killed in the invasion," Truth said the word humans with utter hatred.

"None perished, your excellency," Thel replied. Truth scowled but relaxed.

"Well, I assume that is for the best, more hosts for our cause," Truth smirked wickedly.

"Yes, indeed," Thel responded.

"How many humans did you seize, shipmaster," Mercy spoke up.

"Three hundred and forty three humans were seized, your holiness," Thel answered Mercy.

"When do you plan to start the experiments?" Regret stepped into the conversation.

"Immediately, your honor," Thel smiled at the prophets. All three prophets smiled back and nodded, quite happy.

"Then we will not keep you shipmaster," Regret said. Before Thel could reply Truth added something else.

"You have done many wonderful things for this holy covenant, if you continue to walk the path with such nobility, a promotion might find its way to you," Truth said. Thel cocked his head slightly.

"What kind of promotion, your excellency?" Thel asked intrigued.

"How would you like the tittle of a fleetmaster?" Truth asked. Thel's bottom mandibles dropped in disbelieve.

"I, I would be honored," Thel replied with a fist over his hearts. Truth nodded and responded.

"Make the covenant proud Thel Vadam'ee, and you might just find yourself in a new set of armor," Truth tapped his two fingers together. Thel nodded again. Then he placed his fist over his hearts and bowed his head.

"I will not fail you, your excellences," Thel voice was strong and loud.

"Very Good Thel, until we meet again," Truth, Mercy and Regret vanished from sight as the projector shut off. Thel lifted his head with his mandibles tugged up into a wicked smile. Thel left the monitor room and was greeted by Rtas who was waiting outside anxiously.

"Are we ready to begin, Thel," Rtas asked his friend. Thel looked into Rtas green eyes and placed a clawed hand over his shoulder.

"Yes brother, Now it is time for the humans to begin their journey," Thel and Rtas laughed menacingly.

Authors note: **I think the elites are doing the humans a favor by turning them. The elites could have just killed all the humans. But why do such a thing when they would make most excellent hosts! Mwah hahahahaaaa!**


	4. Chapter 4

Success

By Kool Killer

Authors note: **I know the elites consider medical science to be dishonorable, but just go with it. Kool Killer prepares to start his story but he is cut off when someone in his audience stands up and shouts at him.**

** "Well what if I don't want to go with it, Huh!?" the heckler flips Kool off. Killer points his finger at the trouble maker and yells.**

** "Seize him!" Kools' elite honor guards rush in and grab the disorderly by his arms. "Now bring him here," Killer commands. The two honor guards quickly haul the heckler up to the front of the room. Kool grabs everything that is on his desk and slides the objects off the sides. "Hold him down," the elites lift the heckler up with ease and slam him onto the large table, keeping a tight hold on him. Killer walks up to the trouble maker and smiles sinisterly at him. Then Kool puts on his biohazard suit and dons a gas mask. Killer reaches into a purple container and procures a syringe filled with the Sangheili Gene Altering Virus, SGA. Then Killer calls a third elite guard over. The guard walks up to Kool Killer and stands at attention. "You know what must be done," Kool hands the SGA virus over to the elite. The elite opens the syringe, then he carefully cuts his finger, letting one drop of purple blood fall into the syringe. The elite closes the syringe and shakes it firmly. After his blood mixes with the virus the elite hands the syringe back to Kool. "I thank you for your cooperation," Kool nods at the elite that had just made the donation.**

** "It was an honor, your excellency," The elite bows his head then returns to his original position. Killer walks up to the heckler that was still being held down and then he readies the syringe.**

** "Hold on man, I was just joking, I'm not worth it," The heckler pleads, looking up into Killers green eyes.**

** "But you are worth it, every human deserves a chance to become something great," Kool responds, twirling the syringe around in his fingers.**

** "Well if you think the virus is so great, why don't you shoot yourself up with it?" The heckler counters.**

** "When I have fulfilled my purpose, I will gladly infect myself with this, glories virus," Killer holds the syringe up into the air for his whole audience to see. "Every journey begins with a single step, this is YOUR STEP!" Killer plunges the syringe into the hecklers heart and injects the powerful virus. Immediately, the trouble maker groans and struggles to get up, but the two honor guards that are holding him down are far too strong for his feeble attempts. Within two minutes the changes start to take place. The hecklers arms and legs change, growing longer and denser. Next his hands and feet become sangheilian. His neck stretches and his head elongates, forming the head of an elite. The hecklers' mouth rips apart and four mandibles with razor sharp teeth take the place of his old mouth. Layers upon layers of thick firm muscles grew all over his body, giving him untold amounts of strength. Finally, the trouble maker's skin changed, becoming a dark brown color. The heckler gasped for air after the transformation was complete. The newly transformed human looked at his body and cried out in shock.**

** "What have you done to ME?" The former human's voice was much deeper than before.**

** "I gave you a new body, your old one was far too weak, you should be glad," Kool responds, crossing his arms. **

** "I ..I," The heckler calms down as a new feeling washes over him, a feeling of peace and acceptance. "I am grateful to receive this power," The heckler laughs loudly, his sinister laugh echoes across the room and it makes the hairs on the remaining humans necks stand up.**

** "You see, this is a good thing," Killer discards the empty syringe into a garbage can, and then he looks over at his guards. "Now would you two please show our guest back to his seat," Kool asks his honor guards.**

** "Of course, your excellency," The honor guards carry the human elite back to his seat and set him down. All the humans lean in their chairs away from the new large elite heckler. The heckler smiles at all of the humans, clicking his mandible together. Then the heckler looks back at Kool and waits patiently for him to begin chapter four.**

** "Now I assume there will be no further distractions," Killer looks at his audience carefully, they all had their attention focused on him. The room was so quiet; crickets could be heard, chirping outside. "Very good, let us begin,"**

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/4/2540 4:03pm

Thel Vadam'ee stood proudly inside the huge docking bay of the Unyielding Triumph. The docking bay had been converted into a make shift medical bay, since the Triumphs' standard medical bay would be too small to accommodate all the humans and their unforeseen transformations. Thel's eyes scanned all of the one hundred Sangheili he had chosen to help with the humans assimilations. Among the sangheili were shipmasters Sael Yersen'ee and Rtas vadum'ee, they had ridiculously big grins scrawled across their faces. All the sangheili had their eyes trained on Thel, waiting patiently for their proud leader to start his speech.

"Brothers, today is a glories day for our holy covenant," Thel paused and made eye contact with everyone in his audience. "The humans have lived in treachery for far too long, but today they will be reborn, and they will join us, become, one of us," All the sangheili inside the make shift medical bay roared loudly with excitement. Thel almost gave a roar of his own. His hearts were racing with anticipation. "We will be using a special virus on the humans, it is called, the Sangheili Gene Altering Virus," Thel reached into a purple case that was resting next to his hooves and he pulled out a syringe that held a clear pink liquid. "However, this virus will require a small amount of your honor in order for it to change the humans," The sangheili did not look pleased with the fact that they would have to shed some of their blood in order to turn the humans. Thel understood how his brothers felt about the topic. "I know I ask too much from all of you, but the reward will far surpass the miniscule cost of honor that can easily be regained in future battles," Thel always had a talent for his speeches, all the sangheili nodded in understanding.

Thel held the syringe up high and opened a side compartment exposing the clear pink virus. Then Thel cut one of his fingers with his claws and let a single drop of dark purple blood land into the opening on the syringe. Most of the sangheili cringed when they saw their leader sacrifice some of his honor. Thel closed the syringe and shook it lightly, letting his blood mix with the virus. After Thel was done shaking the virus, he held the syringe up into the air for all to see. "Now it is ready to use on the humans, it is quite simple," Thel opened a compartment on his chest plate and stored the virus. "Are there any concerns?" Thel asked his warriors. One younger sangheili nodded and spoke out.

"How long does the transformation take to start?" the question seemed to be on a lot of the others minds.

"This is a good question, it should only take a couple of minutes, but there have been cases where the hosts were able to last six or seven minutes," Thel responded.

"And how will we know if the procedure was successful?" The young warrior questioned.

"If the humans survive the assimilation, they will become proud mighty sangheili," Thel smiled at the young sangheili.

"What happens if the procedure does not go as planned?" The young one inquired.

"The humans will be dead, their bodies will self-destruct, we have tried these experiments on the humans before, and out of one hundred humans, only one survived," Thel replied, his smile faded. "But our scientists have greatly improved the virus to accept all blood types and DNA structures," Thel added, his smile returned. The young sangheili nodded and smiled back at Thel.

"Who was the human that survived?" Sael asked.

"A human female named, Julie," Thel became sullen when he spoke of her.

"And where is Julie now?" Sael could sense Thel's sadness.

"I tried really hard with Julie, to teach her our ways," Thel paused. His voice was weak and filled with grief. Thel remembered he had a lot of resentment towards Julie. He was always trying to break her strong spirit, but she was unbreakable. As much as Thel had resented Julie, deep down in his hearts, he really had cared for her, even though he never showed it. "When the time came for her to take the warriors oath to protect and uphold the covenant, she refused the prophets demands," Guilt was radiating off of Thel.

"What happened to her?" Sael knew in his hearts what the prophets would do to those who disobeyed them.

"The prophets order me to," Thel paused again, his voice had faltered. Thel never cared much for human lives, but Julie was special. Thel had giving her his blood for the assimilation, she was apart of his lineage, was apart. "I slayed her with my own sword," Thel finished his sentence with sorrow; his words definitely touched the hearts of the other sangheili. Thel remembered the horrified look Julie had given him when he ran his sword through her hearts. Her blue reptilian eyes stared right into his soul, crippling him. When her lifeless body crumpled to the ground, Thel cried out in despair. His pained roar echoed throughout the grand chamber, everyone was remorseful, even the prophets had shown some regret. Thel was taken from his thoughts when the young sangheili he was addressing earlier spoke up in an outrage.

"How could the PROPHETS have been so foolish? Certainly the prophets could not have expected a human that has only known one lifestyle to give up everything to swear herself to US!" Normally the young warrior would have been killed on the spot for insulting the prophets, but at the moment, every sangheili felt the same way he did, disgusted.

"It was foolish on their part to think the human would simply walk away from her religion, family and values, just to adopt ours," Thel spoke up, drawing the attention back his way. "Which is why our scientists have developed a memory suppressant, for that very reason," Thel reached down into another purple case that was lying on the other side of his hooves and he pulled out a syringe that was filled with a violet liquid.

"How does this memory suppressant work?" A major in red armor asked, tilting his head in an inquisitive manner. Thel looked over at the major and answered him.

"The memory suppressant will bury the humans memories in their sub conscious," Thel held the syringe up for all to see. The major pondered for a second and asked another question.

"Ah, it suppresses the memories, but it does not steal them permanently?" The major scratched his mandibles.

"Unfortunately it does not erase all memories, but they are buried very deep," Thel replied with confidence.

"Could the humans not find their memories and learn what they have become then turn against us later?" The major was asking really good questions, all the sangheili looked back at Thel curiously.

"I suppose that could be a possibility, but it would take something of great significance to bring back memories of the humans previous life," Thel responded, and then he spoke up again. "If it were to be a problem, we could always re-administer the suppressant again," Thel grinned, happy with his reply.

"And when should we administer this suppressant?" The major inquired.

"It would be given to the humans after their transformations, while they sleep," Thel answered back.

"Could there be any complications to these suppressants, could the hosts become hostile?" The major questioned warily. Thel thought of the best way to present his words, then he replied.

"When the humans wake up after their transformation they will be confused and perhaps even scared, it is important to be there for them, show them sympathy, remember, they will be one of us, treat them as you would your own brother or sister," All the sangheili nodded their heads, their mandibles were tugged up into smiles. Thel smiled back at all his brothers. "Are they any more inquires?" The crowd of warriors shook their heads. "Very well, we will begin the experiments shortly, but now we shall destroy the inferior human vessel, for all of you that would wish to observe this, make your way to the observation deck," Thel stopped for a second and added something else. "I would also like to take this time to thank shipmaster Sael Yersen'ee, for offering us his ship to use during these trials," Thel smiled at Sael. Sael ginned back at Thel, many of the sangheili thanked Sael as well.

"It is an honor to serve with you Thel," Sael placed his clawed hand over his hearts and bowed his head. Thel did the same, returning his appreciative gesture.

"You are all dismissed, I will call you here when you are needed," Thel finished his speech, leaving all the sangheili feeling anxious to begin the experiments. Thel walked over to Sael and Rtas.

"Excellent speech brother," Rtas complimented Thel.

"Thank you Rtas," Thel smiled.

"It was good, you have a talent for words," Sael praised Thel too.

"My Thanks Sael," Thel grinned and nodded back at Sael. By now, most of the sangheili had left the make shift medical bay, a lot of them headed to the observation deck to see the SilverSides demise.

"Come brothers, let us return to the bridge to vanquish the pathetic human vessel," Sael led the way to the bridge with Thel and Rtas following close behind. The three shipmasters walked through the long wide halls of the Unyielding Triumph until they reached the bridge. Thel and Rtas stopped short and did not enter the bridge with Sael. Sael looked back at the two sangheili and asked. "What is wrong brothers?" Saels' green eyes held concern.

"Nothing is wrong Sael, we just have some matters to deal with," Thel responded, gesturing over to Rtas.

"Very well, do come and get me when you are ready to begin the trials," Sael smirked at the two shipmasters. He could hardly wait to see the human's assimilations.

"Worry not Sael, you shall be the first one we seek when we are ready to begin," Rtas cocked his head mischievously. Sael laughed heartily.

"Very well brothers, I will see you soon," Sael walked further into the bridge, the doors closed soon after he entered. Thel looked over at Rtas and chuckled.

"Now it is time for us to pay the human captain and his lieutenant a visit," Thel said darkly. Thel and Rtas started to head down to the holding cells, to secure the two humans.

The holding cells inside the Unyielding Triumph were bleak. All of the humans had been split up into groups. Only the ones of importance were given their own cells. Most of the humans that were now awake from the sleeping gas were depressed. They knew there was no way out, and no hope, they were completely at the mercy of their captors. But two women seemed to feel pretty cheerful. One private and one sergeant were getting into the Christmas spirit early, since they might not live long enough to actually celebrate Christmas. Private Calla Anderson was singing the twelve days of Christmas, only it was tweaked a little.

"On the ninth day of war, my sergeant gave to me, nine angry Spartans, eight fucking new guys, seven AT-soldiers, six IED's, FIVE-BODY-BAGS, four anti-tank mines, three hand grenades, two shotgun shells, and a prophet hanging from an oak tree!" When Calla stopped singing Sergeant Shelly Parkins fell into a laughing fit, Calla soon fell victim to her own shenanigans. The two women could cure all the hate in the galaxy at the rate they were laughing. Soon Calla and Shelly were able to calm themselves; they both breathed deeply and sighed. Then Shelly looked over at Calla slightly confused.

"I thought it was the twelve days of war, what happened to the other three days?" Shelly questioned Calla with a big grin. Calla shrugged her shoulders and responded.

"I got killed on the tenth day, I couldn't finish the song," Callas' response made Shelly chuckle. Of course that was not the reason; Calla was just too lazy to finish the song.

"Okay, I got one," Shelly cleared her throat and she started to sing Joy Too the World. "Joy to the world, the prophets are dead, we shot, them in, the HEAD! What happened to their bodies, we flushed them down the p…" Shelly was interrupted when she was yelled at by a new elite guard that had replaced the one she had scared off.

"SILENCE HERETICS!" the large elite guard roared at the two women and their display of disobedience. Calla was the only one who flinched. Shelly on the other hand was unfazed by the elites booming command. Shelly's eyes once again, lit up with the searing fire of hell, the elite guard could tell something was about to go down. In an instant, Shelly launched herself out of the bed and flung her body against the plasma barrier. Her hands slammed across the barrier and she shouted violently at the elite guard.

"HEY, I WAS SINGING A FUCKING SONG; YOU KEEP YOUR GAPING MOUTH SHUT YA FUCKING SHARK!" Shelly's outburst startled the elite guard. The elite jumped back from the holding cell the way a cat would if it got frightened. The elite guard slammed into something hard when he had darted backwards. The elite turned around and his eyes widened in even more fear than Shelly had caused. The elite guard had rammed into Thel Vadam'ee and Rtas Vadum'ee. The guard instantly backed up and placed a fist over his hearts, and then he bowed his head.

"My apologies shipmasters, I was just trying to silence these heathens," The guard kept his gaze glued to the floor, too fearful to look the two esteemed shipmasters in the eyes. Rtas laughed and placed a clawed hand on the guards shoulder.

"Feeling jumpy today, are we brother," Rtas could have scolded the guard, but he had been too amused by the sergeant's outburst. Rtas walked up to the holding cell and knelled so he would be at Shelly's height. Rtas stared deeply into her bright green eyes, and then he asked. "What demons reside inside you, human?" Rtas had humor in his deep voice. Shelly chuckled, and she stared back into the elites brilliant green eyes. Shelly did not know what it was about this elite in particular, but she liked his sense of humor. Shelly looked over his features, the elite male had brown skin, he was very fit, as most elites were, he was missing two of his mandibles, and he wore bright gold armor. By the looks of it, he had definitely seen many battles. Shelly grinned back at the humorous elite and responded in a sweet taunting voice.

"The worst kinds," Shelly sneered at Rtas. Rtas snorted and laughed.

"Well then human, we will have to rid you of your demons, but later" Rtas stood back up to his full height. While Rtas had been engaging the human sergeant in their short conversation, Thel had made eye contact with Calla. When Thel looked into her eyes his hearts sank, she had the same deep blue eyes as Julie. Thel instantly felt a wave of guilt wash over himself and he averted his eyes from her curious gaze. Rtas noticed his sudden reaction and asked. "Is something wrong brother?" Rtas placed his hand over Thel's shoulder with concern. Before Thel could respond Shelly butted in.

"I'll say he has a dilemma, I think he wants to ask you out on a date Calla," Calla instantly blushed a bright red and she told Shelly off.

"What the fuck Shelly, really!? Calla could not believe what Shelly had just implied. Thel also blushed a bright purple and responded defensively.

"I have no such desires, human," Thel narrowed his eyes at Shelly. Shelly smirked at him and retorted.

"Judging by the color of your face, I'd say you do," Shelly laughed when Thel yelled at her.

"You KNOW NOTHING HUMAN!" Thel was shaking with anger. Rtas stepped in and counseled Thel.

"She is just a stubborn human, as they all are, she can't help it brother," Rtas words calmed Thel down, he huffed and relaxed.

"You are right, let's just get the humans we came here for," Thel was calm now, but his voice had irritation in it. Thel looked at the elite guard that had been startled by Shelly earlier and he barked at him. "YOU minor, where it the HUMAN captain and his lieutenant!" The guard immediately responded and pointed to their cell.

"They are in that cell your excellency," The guard's voice trembled. The elite minor barley had enough time to move out of the way before Thel plowed past him. Thel stormed over to the cell the lieutenant and the captain were in and deactivated the plasma barrier. Both the humans were still unconscious from the sleeping gas. Thel strode over to them and pick them up in his strong arms. Thel easily threw the two sleeping humans over his shoulders and left the cell. Thel walked back over to the cell Calla and Shelly were in. Thel gave them both a menacing growl.

"When we are finished with these humans, you two will be next," Thel eyed both of the human women up in annoyance. Then he walked away with Rtas following his lead. Calla looked over at Shelly with agitation.

"Way to almost get us KILLED SERGEANT!" Calla was more nervous than she was mad. Shelly glanced back at Calla and countered her words.

"If they wanted us dead, they would have killed us while we were still aboard the SilverSides, Private," Shelly sighed and walked back over to the cot Calla was sitting on. Shelly slumped down onto the cot and wrapped her left arm around Callas' neck playfully. "I think that elite wants to be your boyfriend Calla," Calla struggled to get out of her sergeants grip but Shelly quickly used her right arm to tighten her hold.

"No he doesn't! You know the elites hate us Shelly," Calla tried to get angry but the more she struggled against Shelly the more she started to feel joyous.

"Oh come on Calla, you saw the way that elite behaved when he saw you, he acted just like a shy boy would when he saw a girl he liked," Shelly had Calla to the point where she was almost giggling, then Shelly added something that tipped the kettle. "Besides, did you see how purple his face got, he looked like an over grown eggplant," Calla exploded with laughter, Shelly laughed too. Soon Calla lost all hard feelings towards Shelly. The two women laughed for the longest time before they were able to collect themselves. Calla then felt guilty about laughing when her captain and the lieutenant had been taken by the strange elite. Calla had seen that elite before, he had brown skin, big thick muscles, amber eyes, and a deep voice she knew all too well.

"Thel," Calla said his name under her breath. Shelly removed her arms from Callas neck and leaned back against the wall.

"Did you say something Calla?" Shelly asked while she ran her hands through her long light brown hair. Calla shook her head and replied.

"It's nothing Shelly," Calla remembered Thel from her dream, but that's what it was, just a dream, nothing more. Calla then glanced over at Shelly with a worried look. "What do you think those elites are going to do to the captain, and his lieutenant?" Calla's voice was uneasy. Shelly thought about it for a moment, then she answered Calla.

"Only god knows Calla, but the elites probably have something super fucked up planned for us," Shelly's response was blunt, but it got her point across.

"Yeah, your right Shelly, were done for," Calla sighed and leaned back against the wall Shelly was leaning on. Shelly glared over at Calla and punched her in the arm. Calla looked over at Shelly, the punch wasn't light. Calla threw her hands up; with the WTF did you do that for expression on her face. Shelly happily spoke her mind.

"What's with the defeatist attitude private, we still have a hell of a chance to get out of here," Calla didn't respond, she just sighed. "We need to make a break for it Calla, I think I know just how we can do it," Shelly stood up and walked over to the cell entrance. Shelly leaned to the right of the plasma barrier and she made eye contact with the elite guard she had startled. Shelly winked at the guard and he cringed, obviously he was uneasy with her presence. "Hey elite, come over here for a minute, I want to ask you a question," Shelly tried to coerce the guard. The elite guard shook his head, clearly not wanting to be anywhere near the bipolar sergeant. Shelly smiled innocently at the elite and continued. "I promise I won't bite, come here," Shelly beckoned the elite with her hands. The guard hesitantly made his way over to Shelly. The elite guard stopped at the entrance to the cell. The elite looked down at Shelly and spoke.

"What is it that you want, human?" The elite shifted his hooves nervously.

"Where are those golden elites taking our superiors?" Shelly kept her voice calm. The elite smiled smugly.

"They are taking your weak leaders to the medical bay," The elite replied, losing his anxiety towards Shelly. Shelly narrowed her green eyes.

"What are your commanders going to do to them?" Shelly leaned against the side of the cell wall. The elite guard responded.

"Their blood shall be cleansed," The elite gave both Shelly and Calla a diabolical smile.

"And what exactly does that mean?" Shelly asked, getting annoyed by the elite's haughty smile.

"It is a surprise, fret not small human, you will be joining your superior's soon," The elite started to walk away but he stopped when Shelly made a wise remark.

"I may be small, but I sure kicked your asses good, isn't that strange, a small human making your buddies look like a bunch of pussies," When the elite turned his head to look at Shelly, she sneered at him. The elite turned around and walked back over to the holding cell Calla and Shelly were in.

"You did so good because we went easy on you, if we had used our full might, you would have been crushed," The elite grinned at Shelly, happy with his reply. Shelly snorted and responded.

"There's nothing mighty about your people, you spill the blood of the innocent and bathe in the tears of children, you're all a bunch of shameless cowardly pathetic half assed excuses for broken dick warriors," Shelly's choice words, threw Calla into hysterical laughter. The elite's pride took a direct blow, he blushed furiously.

"YOU have quite the tongue HUMAN, nothing but lies and heresy flows from your filthy mouth, but soon, you will serve us, so enjoy your petty remarks while you can," the elite wanted to scream at Shelly, but he wouldn't give her that satisfaction.

"The only thing I'm going to SERVE, is your MOTHER to the BRUTES," Shelly's words struck the elite like daggers to the heart. The elite roared at Shelly, and snapped his mandibles angrily.

"YOU DO NOT KNOW MY MOTHER!" The elite was trembling with rage. Shelly mocked the elite with a laugh.

"I know your mother, she was being passed around from brute to brute faster than a joint at a cyber-cell concert," The elite slammed his clawed hand against the plasma barrier. "I've got him pissed off now, one bite and I'm a goner," Shelly imitated the crocodile hunter. Instead of opening the cell to extract his revenge, the elite pushed another button and then he stalked away infuriated. Vents on either side of the cell opened up and the blue sleeping gas that was used on the SilverSides billowed out. "Ah SHIT, it wasn't supposed to work like THIS!" Shelly yelled as she took a deep breath of air that had not been tainted by the gas. Before Calla held her breath she heckled her sergeant.

"Well how was it supposed to work, you insult the elite and he opens the door to silence us, then we get away?" Calla and Shelly exchanged disappointed looks while they held their breaths. The blue gas completely engulfed the small cell; Calla could barely see Shelly through the gas. Calla had reached the two minute mark and her lungs were starting to burn, desperately crying out for oxygen. Finally Calla could not carry on, she exhaled and gasped for air, the blue gas filled her lungs. Calla coughed on the gas and inhaled again. Calla's head started to swim and her body became hazy. Calla fell sideways on the cell cot and lost consciousness as a warm fuzzy feeling enveloped her. The gas was designed to give its victim a sound nap. Soon Shelly succumbed to the relentless gas as well, both the women drifted off to a pleasant sleep. Unfortunately for Calla and Shelly, their situation would be anything but pleasant when the sleeping agent wore off.

Calla awoke to the feeling of hot breath trickling across her neck. Calla opened her eyes slowly and blinked a couple times to clear her vision. She was still drowsy from the sleeping gas. Calla looked to her right and she was met by bright amber reptilian eyes. Calla smiled at the familiar elite and said his name tenderly. "Thel," Calla tried to reach out and touch his face but she could not move her hands. Calla sluggishly turned her head to look at her hands; they were restrained by plasma rings. Her legs were also secured by the plasma rings too. Calla glanced around the room she was in; it looked like a medical bay. When Calla looked back at Thel, he had a surprised expression on his face.

"How do you know my name, human?" Thel eyed Calla up warily. Calla looked at him and gave him an innocent beaming smile.

"What are you talking about my love, you are my husband," Calla answered Thel in a sweet voice; she was still under the sleeping gasses intoxicating effect. Thel blushed and quickly broke her piercing gaze. Thel rubbed the back of his long neck with his clawed hands; he should not be intimidated by this small female. Thel stared at Calla again, her eyes were serious. Thel carefully looked Calla over, taking in her form. She had spiky blond hair, deep blue eyes, tan skin, and a heartwarming smile. Her scent was sweet and appealing; most humans smelled pungent or sour. Thel looked at her clothes, she wore a standard green uniform, but her black boots looked like they were made out of a material he might know, but just couldn't think of right now. When Thel looked back up at Calla, she had a lustful look in her eyes; she was obviously eyeing his chiseled body up. By the rings, Thel thought, she actually believes I'm her mate.

While Calla was looking into Thel's eyes seductively, she remembered the time they bathed together. She had wanted to mate with him, wanted to feel his warm muscular body against her small form, but he had teased her and broke away. Not before he gave her a show of course. "Why do you torment me Thel?" Calla asked then she lowered her head and yawned. The effects of the gas were starting to ware off, and she was becoming more alert. Calla then realized what happened between herself and Thel was just a dream. Calla checked her limbs; they were restrained for a reason. Calla looked up at Thel and asked. "So, are you going to torture me?" Calla didn't have fear in her voice.

"No, we have other plans for you, but as of now, I want to know how you learned my name." Thel's voice was rough towards the end.

"I had a dream and you were in it," Calla replied, looking away from Thel's piercing stare.

"What kind of dream, hmm?" Thel narrowed his amber eyes. Calla blushed and shook her head, it would be too embarrassing to explain the dream. Thel snorted when Calla didn't answer him. "I asked you a question, human, or is it, Anderson?" Thel read the name on her olive green shirt.

"My name is Calla, and the dream was inappropriate," Calla responded defensively.

"I decide what is and what is not appropriate, now you will tell me Calla," Thel's voice was starting to become inpatient. Just when Calla was about to answer him, the doors to the medical bay opened. The elite from earlier that was missing two mandibles walked in with Shelly hanging over his shoulder. "Ah, Rtas, I see you brought the other human, good, now we can begin," Thel helped Rtas get Shelly into the plasma restraints. She was still unconscious from the sleeping gas. Once Shelly was all fastened down; Rtas shook her with his clawed hands.

"It's time to wake up human, there will be plenty of time to rest later," Rtas gave Shelly a mocking coo, Thel chuckled. Calla glared at the two shipmasters.

"You just be glad she's tied down, otherwise she would kick your asses," Calla threatened. Thel and Rtas laughed as loud as they could, clearly making fun of Calla's threat. Calla furrowed her brows and huffed. Shelly was quickly awakened by the roaring laughter. What Shelly did next, obviously showed that she wasn't one you should rudely awake.

"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU TWO FUCK FACES LAUGHING ABOUT, I'M TRYING TO SLEEP!" Both Thel and Rtas jumped in shock at the deafening inhuman roar Shelly just released. They whipped around in a hunched position ready to attack. Their hearts were nearly leaping out of their chests. Even Calla had been startled, but she had been around Shelly's bipolar side before, so it wasn't too big of a shock. "Yeah, not so funny now is it split chins," Shelly looked past the two alert elites and make eye contact with Calla. "Hey Private, can you believe these jerkoffs, the best of the covenant my ass," Calla started to laugh loudly, Shelly joined in too. Rtas and Thel glared at the two humans before they stood up out of their crouched positions. Thel walked up to a panel and pushed a green button. Both Calla and Shelly cried out in pain as a shock was administered. Thel eyed the two disobedient humans up before he spoke.

"Are you two quite done?" Thel had his clawed finger inches above the green button. Both Calla and Shelly shook their heads, not wanting to do anything that could earn them another shock. "Good, now we should remove your clothes," Thel smirked at both of the women. Calla and Shelly were going to protest, but Thel and Rtas activated their energy swords. The swords crackled to life, glowing a searing hot white and blue color. For their own amusement, Thel and Rtas slammed their swords together, creating a burst of bright blue sparks. Calla and Shelly flinched at the loud crack the swords made. They tensed up when the two crazed elites approached them with their angry hissing plasma swords. Thel and Rtas carefully started to remove the two female's clothes with their plasma swords. They removed their boots first, and then they worked their way up. Calla was angry inside, as her boot were special and took a long time to make. When the two shipmasters were done removing some of the clothing, only the olive green pants and the black under shirts remained on the two human women. Calla was glad the elites hadn't completely stripped her naked, otherwise she would have broke out of her restraints and flayed them alive with their own swords!

Thel and Rtas deactivated their plasma swords, happy with their handy work. Not a single speck of blood was drawn from the two women. Rtas smiled at the Calla and Shelly. Then he spoke.

"It is now time for you to join our ranks," Rtas grinned at Thel. Thel grinned back and handed Rtas a pain reliever. Thel and Rtas walked up to the two humans. Both of the shipmaster administered the pain relievers. Even though they thought the two females did not deserve them after their display of disobedience. Calla and Shelly had their heads turned the whole time, they both hated needles. Thel and Rtas discarded the empty syringes that contained the pain reliever. Then Thel handed Rtas the syringe containing the clear pink SGA virus. Thel removed the syringe he had concealed in his amour; it already had his blood in it. Rtas cut his finger with his claws and let his blood run into the syringe, then he closed it. Rtas shook the syringe lightly, his blood mixed with the virus perfectly. Both Rtas and Thel grinned evilly at the two human females. Shelly looked their way and made a wise crack.

"Hey, no hard feelings, right guys," Shelly grinned right back at them, giving the two shipmasters a taste of their own medicine. Rtas snorted and approached Shelly.

"If only you knew what would happen next, you wouldn't be so smug," Rtas paused. He looked over at her service uniform he had thrown in the corner and read the name. "Sergeant Parkins," Rtas emerald green eyes mischievously burrowed into Shelly's bright green eyes. Shelly winked at him and responded in a humorous tone.

"Bite me, tough guy," Rtas' two mandibles coiled into a twisted smile. Then he moved behind Shelly and placed his left clawed hand around her neck firmly. His right hand held the syringe, Rtas waited patiently for Thel to give the order. Thel walked up to Calla and stared deeply into her blue eyes. Calla blushed, then looked away, but Thel held her face and forced her to look into his captivating amber eyes. Thel held her gaze for what seemed like an eternity before he let go of her head. Thel smiled and walked behind Calla, then he readied his syringe. The syringe brushed across Calla's neck, making her shiver. Calla turned her head to look at Thel, and then she asked him one last question. Calla knew her time was at an end, she would stall as long as possible.

"How many planets did you glass with this ship, two hundred, six hundred, no hold on, one thousand, right?" Calla gave Thel a weak smile. Thel grinned back and answered her.

"None, that is not the purpose of this ship, Calla," Calla's smile faded.

"We'll, what is the purpose then?" Calla nervously glanced over at Shelly.

"I could explain it to you, but I think it would be MUCH easier to SHOW you," Thel nodded over at Rtas and he brought his syringe up to Shelly's neck. Thel did the same to Calla.

"You don't have to do this," Calla was starting to lose her cool. Thel lowered his head next to Callas' and he purred into her ear.

"But I do," Thel lifted his head and locked eyes with Rtas. Thel's lower mandibles twitched, a sign to proceed. "AND NOW, WE GIVE YOU OUR HONOR!" Thel pushed the syringe into Calla's smooth neck and injected the powerful virus into her bloodstream. Rtas did the same with Shelly, only she shouted an obscenity at him.

"FUCK YOU RATS!" Shelly spelled his name wrong on purpose. Rtas just laughed. Shelly cringed and tensed up; she looked like she was in a lot of pain. Calla knew what Shelly was feeling. A sharp pain was slowly crawling its way through Calla's body towards her heart. The virus slithered into her heart and began to spread quickly from there. Calla's heart started to beat irregularly, rapidly pumping the infected blood all throughout her veins. Calla winced when she looked at her arms. Her veins were starting to turn PURPLE!

"What the HELL, did you, GIVE ME!" Calla could barely force her words out, the pain was intensifying dramatically.

"I gave you a present, a gift, you should be glad, soon you will become a glories SANGHEILI! Thel laughed menacingly while he squeezed Calla's shoulders. Calla cried out in pain, even though he hadn't been rough, even the slightest touch caused unbearable misery. Shelly screamed at Thel.

"DON'T YOU TOUCH HER YOU…" Shelly couldn't finish her sentence as she started shrieking in blinding agony. Shelly's screams pierced Rtas' ears. He stepped back and covered his ears. Calla could feel the virus creep into her skull. It felt like her blood was on fire! Calla began wailing in horrific pain. She could feel her bones breaking and reforming. Her pinky fused with her ring finger giving her an opposing thumb. Calla's index and middle finger grew longer. Sharp claws ripped out of her thumbs and fingertips. Her arms lengthened and became denser. The next thing to change was he legs. Her calves snapped backwards and her ankles stretched out. Calla's feet changed with her legs, forming two toed hooves. Calla cried out again as her back started to change; her cry was much deeper than before. Calla shuddered as her spine popped and stretched upwards, giving her more of a hunched appearance, just like the elites. Then her neck muscles bulged, causing her neck to elongate. After that, her head changed, growing longer, giving her the head of an elite. The spiky blond hair on the top of her head started failing out. At least she wouldn't need a comb anymore. Calla's deep blue eyes became larger and reptilian pupils took the place of her old circular pupils. What happened next was probably the most painful thing of all. Calla's mouth ripped apart and four mandibles lined with lethal razor sharp fangs tore out of her mouth violently. Purple blood and saliva dripped off of her mandibles. Calla's skin changed from a tan color to a light brown color. Finally, layers upon layers of new sinewy muscles bulged and rippled underneath her light brown skin, causing her olive green pants and her black under shirt to rip and tear. Calla inhaled deeply. Then she tensed up and roared at the top of her lungs. Her body had been completely transformed. Her hips and rump were bigger. Her leg muscles were completely shredded. She had a firm well-toned abdomen. Her breasts had receded somewhat but they were still visible. Calla's arms were perfectly toned, not too much muscle to make her look like a steroid junkie, but just the right size that said, mess with me and I'll tear your head clean off your shoulders. Her neck was thick, firm and smooth, there was no doubt that she would definitely be fighting twenty four seven to keep the males away. Calla's Face was absolutely beautiful, even to the human eye. When Calla had finished her roar, her body went limp. Calla gasped for air, her new lungs burned when the fresh oxygen reached them. Tears were spilling from her blue reptilian eyes and trickling off her mandibles. One Calla had caught her breath, she cried out in despair. Her pained cry hit Thel like a brick wall. He instantly grabbed a rag and walked out from behind her. Thel quickly embraced Calla and whispered to her.

"Hush now, it is finished, no more pain," Thel held her dearly. Calla whined a little but her suffering was soon quelled by the pain reliever that was administered earlier. Thel gently rubbed Calla's back and purred happily. Purple blood, saliva and tears ran down his back, but he didn't care. Because before him, was a human that had been turned with his blood, she belonged to his lineage. She was now Family. Thel broke out of the embrace and smiled in awe at Calla. She was the most entrancing female he had ever seen. Thel used his rag to carefully wipe the tears out of her eyes. Then he wiped the blood and saliva off her mandibles. Thel looked over at Rtas, he was tending to the former human sergeant much in the same way Thel was tending Calla. Thel held Calla close and deactivated the plasma restraints. Calla slumped into Thel's muscular arms. Thel easily hefted Calla up and carried her bridal style over to a large comfortable bed. Thel delicately set Calla down onto the bed. Thel stood over her, with a never ending smile. Thel brushed the side of her beautiful face with his clawed hand. "You have such a bright future ahead of you Calla, I will make sure you get what you deserve," Thel finished removing the torn clothing off her body and he slipped a night gown over her. Then he threw the torn and bloody clothes into a garbage bin. Thel grabbed the covers of the bed and slid up to Calla's smooth neck. Thel looked over at the other bed across from Calla; Rtas was one step ahead of him. Rtas already had Shelly all covered up and she was resting peacefully. Thel looked back down at Calla; she had fallen asleep as well. Rtas walked over to Thel and placed a clawed hand on his shoulder.

"Success brother, we have done it," Rtas was overcome with joy. Thel responded back with cheer.

"Yes brother, we have done the work of the gods today, but we still have many humans to turn," Thel playfully shoved Rtas away. Rtas then gave Thel a worried looked.

"What about these," Rtas held the memory suppressants out for Thel to see.

"I am curious to see how they will accept the changes, for now we will let it slide," Thel replied with a smile.

"What if they cause us trouble," Rtas looked over at Shelly and Calla.

"Then we shall administer the suppressants, but I have a feeling, we won't need them with these two," Thel gestured over to Calla and Shelly. Rtas smiled and placed the suppressants in a drawer and closed it. After Rtas did that, he looked back at the two new sangheili. Both Rtas and Thel felt overwhelming pride in their hearts. Thel looked over at Rtas and spoke from his hearts. "Their journey, has just begun,"

Author's note: **I would like to thank all who have reviewed! YOU are the ones who are keeping this story ALIVE! Now be sure to tell me what you think about this chapter. Get those reviews in SOLDIERS!**


	5. Chapter 5

Success

By Kool Killer

Authors note: **Hello everyone, I thank you all for your support! This story has now attracted twenty three followers and has fifth teen favorites. For those of you that have reviewed, a sample of the SGA virus has been sent to your dwelling. **

** While Kool Killer is praising his audience, someone in the back row decides to taunt him.**

** "The SGA virus BLOWS, just like Kool Killer!" Killer instantly jumps out of his hover chair and challenges the heckler.**

** "NOW WHO THE HELL SAID THAT!" Kool grips his desk tightly, looking over his audience. The new heckler stands up defiantly, and he is none other than Barotte.**

** "I'm right here man, what do you want to do huh, what do you wanna do?" Barotte gives Kool Killer the over under up yours signal with his hands, then he crosses his arms. Killer points at Barotte and yells.**

** "Bring that HERETIC to me!" Instead of Kools honor guards grabbing the new heckler, the old heckler that had been transformed by the virus scooped Barotte up with his right arm. The old heckler carried Barotte up to the front of the room, keeping a tight hold on him. Kool once again threw everything off his desk. Then Killer pointed at the desk. The old trouble maker threw Barotte down onto the desk and pinned him with his clawed hands. The old heckler growled at Barotte when he tried to break free from the hold. Killer looked down at Barotte and smiled evilly. **

** "I thought you all would have learned how to stay quiet by now, I guess I was wrong," Kool slipped on his hazmat suit and placed his gasmask firmly over his head. Killer reached down and grabbed a syringe out of the purple container. Killer walked over to the old heckler and opened the syringe. The old trouble maker willingly held his right hand out while keeping his left hand on Barotte's chest, preventing his escape. Kool used a cutting instrument to secure a blood sample from the human elite. Then he put the blood sample into the syringe. Kool shook the syringe, letting the purple blood settle with the virus. Killer walked up to the table and chuckled at Barotte. "Do you have any last words, hmm?" Killer asked in a mocking voice. Barotte sneered up at killer and laughed at him.**

** "One of these days your transformed will betray you, and you will be the one who is turned!" Barotte grins at Killer. **

** "We will see, won't we?" Kool counters.**

** "We will," Barotte responds in a smug voice. Killer then grips the syringe tightly and slams the needle into Barottes' heart. Kool pushed the plunger down on the syringe, injecting the powerful virus into his new elect. Killer looks down at Barotte expecting him to have a terrified expression on his face, but it is quite the opposite. Barotte smiles up at Killer and starts to laugh menacingly. Kool is slightly unnerved by Barotte's positive attitude and he takes a couple of steps back, still holding the empty syringe in his hand. "You have just made a grave mistake Killer, with this new power, I will end YOU!" As soon as Barotte finished his sentence, he started to scream in pain. Barotte's body changed quickly, his form became much larger. Kool takes a couple more steps back and he motions for his honor guards to help secure the new host. The guards put their energy pikes down and quickly rush in and help hold Barrote down. Barotte's screams soon turned into ferocious roars. Killer not wanting to take any chances, he grabs his handgun that was chambered for tranquilizer rounds. **

** By now, Barotte had been completely transformed. His skin was now a sleek grey color and he had bright silver eyes. Barotte's body had accepted the virus much better than most others. He was now nine feet tall and was four hundred and eighty pounds of pure muscle. Barrote roared and easily threw the old elite heckler and the other honor guards off himself with his new unstoppable might. Killer cringes and pulls the slid back on his specialty hand gun. Barotte quickly jumps up and sets his reptilian eyes on Kool Killer. Barotte gives Killer an elite laugh and then he started to walk up to Kool. Then Barotte notices the handgun Killer is holding. Barotte gives killer a mocking chuckle, clearly not intimidated by the fact that Killer was armed. Although it was true that killer had a weapon, but Barotte himself, was a weapon as well.**

** "Stop right there Barotte, now why don't you go and take your seat so we can start chapter five," Killer takes a step back. Barotte takes a large step forward and responds. **

** "There will be plenty of time for stories later, but now it is time for your assimilation," Barotte exhaled and took another stride forward. **

** "Not so fast!" Killer lets the slide go on his tranquilizer hand gun, the slide snaps back into place. Barotte looks down at Killer's tiny pathetic handgun and lets loose a booming laugh. Barotte's laugh echoes throughout the room. Barotte stops his laugh and sneers at Kool Killer.**

** "Do you really think you will be able to put me down before I reach you?" Barote questions, with a daring look in his reptilian eyes. Killer readies his handgun and sets his sights on Barotte.**

** "I Guess we will see," Kool responds, taking up a tactical position.**

** "We will," Barotte replies, then he roars and charges Kool Killer.**

** "oh SHIT!" Killer starts firing his handgun as fast as he can pull the trigger. Unfortunately Killer was only able to get a few tranq rounds off before he was in Barotte's clutches. Barotte wrenches the handgun from Kool and throws it to the side. Then he removes the couple of tranq darts that were protruding from his abdomen. After that, he picks Killer up and throws him over his broad shoulder. **

** "Now it is time for you to join us," Barotte laughs.**

** "Guards, stop HIM!" Killer shouts frantically. All of Kool's honor guards rush in and surround Barotte. Barotte sighs and adopts a fighting stance with Killer still hanging over his shoulder. All of Kool's honor guards rush in at once to stop Barotte. Barotte moved gracefully dogging and countering the honor guards attacks. It only lasted thirteen seconds and all of Kool's honor guards were defeated. Barotte then slammed Killer down onto his own table and used his claws to tear the bio hazard suit off of Kool. Barotte then tore Killer's gasmask off and tossed it aside. Barotte smiled down at Killer and taunted him.**

** "Why are you so scared, Isn't this a good thing?" Barotte reaches down into the purple container and whips out a syringe containing the clear pink virus. Kool shakes his head and responds.**

** "It's not my time yet, there is still work that needs to be done," While Killer is distracting Barotte, one of his fans picked up the tranquilizer handgun and brought it to bear. The fan quickly fired the rest of the clip into Barotte's back. Twelve of the thirteen darts hit his back. Barotte turned around and roared at the fan, snapping his mandibles in anger. By now, all of Kool's honor guards had recovered and they rushed up and grabbed the new elite. Barotte would have been able to kick all of their asses again, but the serum in the twelve darts quickly drained him of his strength. Soon Barotte passed out and slumped to the ground, taking most of the honor guards with him. Killer sighed and got off of his table. "That was a close one, thanks guys," Kool waved to the audience and his guards. Killer walked around the table and sat back down in his hover chair. The honor guards took a sleeping Barotte and set him back into his seat. Now that Barotte was three and a half times bigger than his original form, the chair he was sitting in looked like a chair made for a kid.**

** "Are you well excellency?" An honor guard asked his author.**

** "I'm fine, let's just get chapter five started before something else happens," Killer responds. All the guards and everyone in the audience once again take their seats. Then Kool Killer begins chapter five.**

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/5/2540 7:43am

Calla was slowly awakened by a continuous rhythm. Calla concentrated on the soft sound and she realized it was her heart beat, well, heartbeats. Calla didn't want to think about what had happened. Calla knew she had been transformed into an elite. Not just her, but Shelly too, and everyone else that was aboard the SilverSides. Calla remembered that Thel himself had turned her. The dream she had might become a reality. Calla smiled briefly at the thought, and then anxiety griped her as she opened her eyes.

Calla's vision had changed. The purple walls inside the medical bay were brighter than before. Along with her new sight came sharp senses. She could smell really good, and her hearing was so acute, she could hear a pen drop a mile away. Everything felt weird for Calla. Her body was now completely foreign. She had trouble trying to move, her body didn't want to work with her. So Calla just leaned her head to the left and looked at the elite resting on the other bed beside her. The elite beside her was sergeant Parkins, Shelly.

"Helly," Calla tried to say her former sergeant's name, but she could not pronounce the S word easily, not a big surprise now that she had mandibles and not lips. Calla huffed and forced her body to move. She removed the blanket that was snuggly covering her, letting it fall to the ground. Then Calla swung her hooves over the side of the bed. Calla sat up slowly and let her hooves touch the ground. Calla looked down at her double jointed legs. They definitely weren't human anymore. Calla wondered how hard it would be to stand, she had seen the elites do it just fine so it couldn't be to hard right, WRONG!

As soon as Calla stood up her legs buckled and she flopped down on the floor with a loud thud. Calla growled in frustration and used her upper body strength to lift herself up, using the bed for support. Calla heard a snickering sound and she looked over to her left. Shelly had awakened and was trying her best not to laugh at Calla's misfortune. Calla sneered at Shelly and snapped her mandibles as a warning. Shelly merely cocked her head to the side with the I dare you to do something look in her green reptilian eyes.

Calla snorted and tried a more animalistic approach. Calla got down on all fours and slowly started to stride up to Shelly the way a predator would when stalking its prey. Shelly quickly got out of her bed and took the same pose as Calla, waiting for the attack. Calla arched her back and sprang forward with a roar, tackling Shelly to the ground. Calla and Shelly struggled to gain the upper hand, but both were evenly matched with their new powerful might. Calla and Shelly were so focused in their quarrel; they did not notice the two entertained shipmasters that were watching them wrestle. Calla soon found herself on top of Shelly, pinning her to the ground. Calla gave Shelly a victory growl and then she got off her sergeant. Calla helped Shelly to her feet and laughed. Shelly snorted at Calla and tried to mask her defeat. All the while, Calla and Shelly held on to each other, so they could better adjust to their new legs.

"Laugh now, but you're going to get it later, when you least expect it," Shelly sighed and waited for Calla's response. Calla did not respond, she just shook her head. Both Calla and Shelly whipped around in panic when they heard two elites chuckling. The elites were none other than Rtas Vadum'ee and Thel Vadam'ee. Both of the shipmasters were only wearing their blue body suits, showing the outlines of their firm muscles.

"It seems you two are adjusting to your new bodies quite well," Thel stepped forward, drawing the human elite's attention his way. Shelly growled at Thel and let go of Calla then returned to her prone position. Calla quickly followed suit. Rtas laughed and walked over to Thel.

"You both want to spar with us, this hardly seems fair," Rtas went into a hunched position as well, Thel did the same. Shelly hissed and yelled back at the shipmasters.

"We're not going to spar with you, WE ARE GOING TO KILL YOU!" Shelly launched herself at Rtas at an incredible speed. Rtas did not have time to counter her attack, he was knocked down with a pissed off sergeant snapping her mandibles furiously at him. Thel had been too shocked by Shelly's quick actions to notice Calla dashing up to him. In a swift motion, Calla launched herself through the air using her powerful legs. She tackled Thel to the ground and they started to struggle for dominants. Calla's and Shelly's show of defiance was short lived as they soon found themselves pinned under their stronger captors. Rtas and Thel laughed at the two human elites.

"You both will have to try much harder to defeat us," Thel narrowed his amber eyes at Calla as he smirked. Calla blushed and broke his gaze when she realized he was on top of her. Thel's thick arms were wrapped snugly around Calla waist and his warm muscular chest was pressed tightly against her own. Calla struggled to break free from Thel's strong grip, but he wasn't having any of that. Thel squeezed Calla even tighter, stealing the air from her lungs. Thel lowered his mandibles down to Calla's left ear and spoke firmly. "Submit to me, Calla," Thel commanded, his smile becoming impossibly wide. Calla sighed and let her body go limp, losing all her hostility. Thel laughed and released her. Deep down Calla thought she should have struggled more. She would have been at Thel's mercy much longer. Calla smiled inwardly at that thought. Calla looked over at Shelly. She was doing a bad job of trying to stay angry at Rtas. Calla could tell Shelly was secretly enjoying his welcoming contact on her new body. Shelly's eyes held anger, but her mandibles were tugged up into a warm smile. Calla looked back up at Thel, he smiled down at her. Calla was surprised when Thel offered his hand to hers.

Calla gripped Thel's hand strongly and he pulled her up off the ground onto her feet. Calla was still new to her body and she lost her balance, almost biffing it. But Thel quickly caught her in his strong arms. Thel held Calla close to steady her. Calla looked up into his eyes and asked.

"Why do you show us mercy, wouldn't it have been easier just to kill us all?" Calla tried to understand their plan. Thel shook his head and replied.

"The gods have always had a plan for your species Calla, your kind just needed a little push to achieve greatness," Thel paused and drew in a new breath. "And I will help your race and guide them into glory, one step at a time," Thel helped Calla walk over to her bed, and then he set her down onto the soft bed. While Thel was aiding Calla, Rtas helped Shelly up and moved her over to Calla's bed. Rtas set Shelly down next to Calla. Shelly and Calla looked at each other and grinned sheepishly. Then they turned their attention back to their captors. Thel and Rtas laughed slightly. Then Rtas spoke up.

"We will be back soon to take you both to the bathing cambers," Rtas' smile grew wider when he saw Shelly's and Calla's annoyed expressions.

"Are you implying that we smell?" Shelly snapped. Thel and Rtas scrunched up their snouts the way a cat would if it smelled something foul.

"Yes, you both smell, ripe," Thel countered; making both the human elites blush.

"We will return soon, females," Rtas mocked his last words. Both of the shipmasters turned around and left the two new sangheili with their thoughts. Calla glanced over at Shelly, and then she sighed. Callas mandibles parted as she exhaled.

"What do we do now Shelly?" Calla asked as her hearts started to sink and she became nervous.

"We do what they say, for our own sakes," Shelly replied, receiving an angry stared from Calla.

"So that's it huh, just surrender to the enemies?" Calla growled.

"What else are we going to do, were weak, we don't have any idea how our new bodies work, our best chances for survival are to obey our captors," Shelly replied with slight hostility.

"That's easy for you to say SERGEANT; you seem to be pretty interested in Rtas!" Calla hissed. Shelly snapped her head towards Calla. Her green reptilian eyes were narrowed with danger.

"Is that so, PRIVATE," Shelly said Callas rank in a mocking tone.

"IT IS!" Calla yelled back. Shelly roared and threw herself on Calla holding her to the bed. Calla attempted to break out of Shelly's hold but it did no good. Shelly's chest was pressed tightly against Calla's and her clawed hands held her subordinates wrists in check.

"You are very interested in THEL as well, you were moaning his name in your sleep after all," Shelly used Calla's dream against her.

"That was just a DREAM! It means NOTHING!" Calla shirked back at Shelly. Shelly changed her mood from angry to haughty.

"Oh really Calla, you didn't like the way he nipped at your neck?" Shelly gently began to caress Callas neck with her mandibles. Calla's eyes narrowed at Shelly. "How his warm tongue lapped at your smooth cheeks," Shelly licked Callas cheeks softly, purring as she did so. Calla moaned a little as Shelly continued. "His hands caressing your soft chest," Shelly began to rub Callas chest. Shelly's hands danced a crossed Callas chest, causing her to sigh in pleasure. Shelly's hands stopped at Calla's breasts. Then she began to squeeze and massage them attentively. Callas continued to let loose soft cries of pleasure. "Do you remember how he kissed you?" Shelly gently locked her mandibles with Calla's and she traced the inside of her mouth with her tongue, being careful not to cut her tongue on Calla's sharp teeth. Shelly's hands slowly worked their way down to Calla's ampule rump. Shelly squeezed Calla's butt firmly, causing her to gasp. Shelly unlocked her mandibles with Calla's and began to lap at her chest while her clawed hands rubbed Calla's lower abdomen. Calla was to the point where she was going to lose herself, but as soon as Shelly had come onto her, she stopped. Shelly got off of Calla and smiled down at her.

"What the hell, was that Shelly?" Calla asked panting, clearly out of breath. Calla acted like she hadn't enjoyed it but Shelly could tell otherwise.

"Oh stop that Calla, You know you enjoyed it, you dirty girl you," Shelly's comment made Calla blush and look away. Calla sat up and huffed. It wasn't her fault she enjoyed it. It wouldn't matter who you were, you get touched seductively and you would become aroused too, Calla rationalized. Calla glared over at Shelly, angry with her for trying to prove a point. Shelly gave Calla an innocent look, and then she laughed. Calla tried her best to stay serious, but soon she found herself laughing with her sergeant.

Unbeknownst to Calla and Shelly, two very aroused shipmasters had been watching their little display of affection from the doorway with hungry eyes. Soon Rtas and Thel woke up out of their trance and walked into the medical bay. Both Calla and Shelly looked up when they heard the sound of footsteps. Their captors had returned.

"Greetings, females," Rtas sneered at Shelly. Shelly winked back at Rtas, and he blinked in confusion.

"It is now time for your baths," Thel said as he approached Calla. Thel helped Calla up and held her close; Rtas did the same to Shelly. Thel and Rtas guided the two human elites out of the medical bay. The four sangheili walked down towards the bathing cambers. Calla made sure she inhaled Thel tantalizing scent while they walked. Little did Calla know, Thel was taking in her scent as well. Soon the four elites found themselves in the bathing cambers.

Calla was in awe at the sight before her. If she thought the showers inside the SilverSides were nice, she must have been high. Because the elites bathing chambers were ten times better. The top and bottom walls had purple lights that enclosed the bathing cambers in a relaxing shade of color. There were also plants of different colors that were hanging down from fixtures in the ceiling. Calla reached out and touched one of plants vines. The plant welcomed Calla by wrapping its vines around her long clawed finger. Calla chuckled and removed her finger from the plants grasp and it returned to its original position. Many scented candles with blue flames were lined along the tubs of water giving an even more relaxing appeal to the water. The tubs of water were made out of a soft stone and the water went deep into the stone, just like hot tubs. Green lights could be seen at the bottom of the hot tubs, giving the water an eerie green glow. Calla and Shelly wasted no time getting into the welcoming tub of hot steaming green glowing water. Thel and Rtas chuckled at the two new sangheili's childish behavior. Calla and Shelly leaned back into the water and sighed in pleasure. Shelly opened her eyes and looked at the two shipmasters.

"Well boys, aren't you going to join us?" Shelly teased while she made swirls in the water with one of her claws. Now it was Thel and Rtas' turn to blush. Both of the shipmasters faces flushed a bright purple color, but because of the dim lighting in the bathing cambers the two females could not tell.

"The males have separate bathing cambers, which we will attend now," Thel said as he walked towards the other side of the bathing chambers that was divided by a ten foot wall.

"Yes, we will be back in thirty minutes, enjoy your baths," Rtas said as he started to walk to the other side of the bathing cambers. Before he could enter the other side Calla called out to him.

"WAIT, what about soap?" Calla questioned, looking around to see if any was present. Rtas looked back and replied.

"The water has a natural cleaning element to it, so there is no need for your inferior human, soap," Rtas had trouble saying that word and it sounded funny to the two women. After Rtas had left the two females laughed. Soon they composed themselves, Calla and Shelly leaned their heads back. They closed their eyes and sighed happily as the hot water loosened their tight muscles. Calla opened her eyes and looked up at the ceiling. The ceiling had to be twelve feet high. Calla let herself sink to the bottom of the hot tub. The hot tub was probably ten feet deep in the center and five feet deep on the edges.

When Calla came up from the water Shelly quickly embraced her from behind. Shelly then leaned her head over Calla's left shoulder and stared into her eyes. Shelly began to purr softly as she pressed her head against Calla's. Calla looked over at her sergeant and questioned herself. Is it just me, or has Shelly become more intimate since her transformation?

"Uh, are you feeling okay, sergeant?" Calla asked as she tried to weasel out of Shelly's arms. Shelly tightened her grip to prevent Callas' escape, and then she responded.

"Of course I am, private," Shelly paused and sighed happily, "I haven't felt this good in a long time, don't you feel, good," Shelly asked, tilting her head to the side. Calla laughed a little at Shelly, the way she was tilting her head looked kind of cute.

"I do feel good, but that doesn't mean I'm going to accost everything I get my hands on," Calla answered back. Shelly smirked then responded in a smug voice.

"OH, that's right Calla, you only like it when Thel touches you," Shelly said as she released Calla and drifted back to her side of the hot tub. Calla blushed and sighed.

"There are more important things to worry about right now than trying to throw me under the bus Shelly," Calla answered slightly annoyed. Shelly snorted and replied in a sardonic tone.

"Calla, you tripped and fell under the bus yourself," Calla's frown turned into a smile. Calla was going to retaliate when she noticed she still had her medical night gown on.

"I didn't even realize I still had this on," Calla took her gown off and squeezed the water out of it before discarding the gown. Shelly did the same with hers. Calla and Shelly stayed quiet for the rest of the time, thinking about their situation. The two new elites were taken from their thoughts when Thel and Rtas returned. The two shipmasters had already dried themselves off and were wearing blue body suits that stopped at their thick necks. They both were carrying purple towels and orange body suits.

"It is time to for our morning meal, dress yourselves, then well shall leave," Thel said. Thel and Rtas placed the purple towels and the orange body suits on a counter. Then they walked a few feet forward and turned their backs to give their new guests some privacy. Calla and Shelly got out of the hot tub reluctantly and began to dry themselves off. Then they grabbed the orange body suits and looked them over.

"Wow, this is the same color they give people in prison," Calla spoke her mind loudly so her captors would hear while she was putting it on. Thel with his back still turned, chuckled and replied.

"I'm sure you will see that this place is far from any prison, you will be treated like family here, just so long as you don't cause us trouble," Thel paused and turned around, Rtas did the same. "Besides, orange body suits will help us Identify those of you that have undergone your assimilations," Rtas shook his head in agreement and added his two cents.

"After all, you look exactly like a sangheili now," Rtas smirked at Shelly, and she returned the smirk. Calla and Shelly had finished putting on their body suits, they felt very comfortable and they were warm.

"Ah, it's good to see your body suits fit snuggly for you, now let us leave and attend the morning feast, I am ravenous," Thel said as his stomach threatened him with a growl. The four sangheili left the bathing cambers and headed for the dining hall. Calla and Shelly were doing a pretty good job at walking now, but just to be on the safe side, Rtas and Thel were within an arm's reach. As Calla was walking she noticed different comforting paintings and bright plants along the halls, giving the ship a homier feel. Soon Calla and Shelly arrived at the dining hall doors with Thel and Rtas. Two large elite guards were standing on either side of the double doors. The guards did not have weapons to help keep the environment friendly, not that they would need them anyway since their teeth and claws would do just fine. The guards stood up at attention and acknowledged the newcomers.

"Greetings shipmasters and sisters," The guards smiled warmly at Calla and Shelly. Calla and Shelly couldn't help but smile back. Maybe it wouldn't be so harsh here, Calla thought. Both of the guards opened the doors and the four sangheili were assaulted with irresistible smelling food. Calla's mouth instantly started to water. There were many elites enjoying their tasty meals. Most of the elites had orange body suits on, but there was at least three or four regular elites wearing blue body suits at each table, keeping everyone in high spirits. The dining hall was gigantic and filled with good vibes. The tables were huge and could easily fit thirty hungry elites. Calla looked at all the elites again. The ones in the orange suits looked slightly confused, but were still very joyful. Calla almost started crying as she watched everyone; it looked like one big happy family.

Calla snapped out of her thoughts when Thel handed her a large plate filled with different types of tantalizing meats that were piled high. Along with the food, Thel handed Calla a sweet drink. Thel guided her to a table where Rtas and Shelly had already been seated. Calla sat next to Shelly. Thel and Rtas sat on either side of them. Calla grabbed a piece of meat that looked a lot like ham and tried it. It was juicy and tasted so good. The meat had a smoky flavor to it. The smoky meat reminded Calla of the barbeques her dad would do. As Calla was eating she thought it should be more difficult to eat now that she had mandibles, but it came naturally to her, just as it did everyone else. Calla continued eating her meal until it was finished. Calla then licked the juices off her claws. Calla grabbed her sweet drink and tried some. It tasted just like fruit punch. Calla quickly downed the rest of her tasty drink. Thel stopped eating and glanced over at Calla.

"So, was this meal to your liking?" Thel asked Calla.

"It was very good, thank you," Calla replied. Thel smiled at Calla and then he continued to eat his meal. Calla smiled back at Thel and looked around the dining hall. All the human elites in the orange body suits looked like they handled their transformations well. All of them were tall and muscular. Even the females were intimidating, not as muscular or as tall as their male counter parts, but they could still get the job done. Calla was deep in her thoughts when she heard a noise in the ceiling above her. It sounded like something was climbing around up there. Calla knew she wasn't the only one that heard it because all the other elites former humans or not were looking up at the ceiling too. Rtas stood up and spoke to Thel.

"Could it be a cleaning Unggoy?" Rtas looked up at the ventilation system curiously.

"Perhaps," Thel responded as he stood up himself. Most of the elites got up out of their seats, even Calla and Shelly too. The banging sound became even louder in the vents until Thel called up to whoever was inside. "Unggoy, stop making so much racket, we're enjoying our meals!" Thel exclaimed, very annoyed. The sound suddenly stopped, all the elites looked up at the vents, scrutinizing them even more. Then whatever was up there really started to hustle making a ridiculous amount of ruckus. Thel flared his mandibles angrily and prepared to shout again, inhaling deeply. But before Thel could yell up at the ceiling, the perpetrator inside the ventilation system came crashing down as one of the vents gave way. A UNSC pilot landed flat on his ass as debris from the vents clattered around him. The man quickly stood up and looked around the dining hall with a terrified expression scrawled across his face. It was a human's worst nightmare, being in a room packed full with huge elites. Calla looked closely at the human. He had sandy blond hair and deep blue eyes. Calla instantly knew who the human pilot was.

"Blake?" Calla called out to him. Blake looked over at Calla and studied her for a couple of seconds. He tried to make a connection with the familiar voice, but he was too freaked out. Instead of responding to Calla he spaced out and lost it.

"OH SHIT!" Blake yelled while he turned around to run. Blake made off like a bandit, running as fast as he possibly could towards the dining hall exit. Luck was not on his side as Blake soon found himself in Thel's strong clawed hands.

"AH, HUMAN, where is it that you think you are running off too, Hmm?" Thel questioned with a big evil smile. Thel narrowed his eyes when Blake did not respond. Thel's grip tightened and he looked over at Rtas. Rtas smirked and made a hand gesture towards the dining table he was just sitting at. Thel nodded mischievously and wrapped his thick strong arms around Blake's waist. "You are just in time to join us for, as you humans would call it, breakfast," Thel laughed at Blake and set him down at the table he was just sitting at. Thel slid a plate of untouched meats over to Blake along with a glass of sweet juice. Thel then seated himself next to Blake and looked over at him expectantly. "Eat, we wouldn't want you to have an empty stomach, corporal," Thel said, reading Blake's rank. Blake, not wanting to piss his hosts off, complied and started to take bites out of the meats. Thel smiled at Blake and looked back at all the sangheili inside the dining hall. "Brothers and Sisters, please continue your meals," It took a while, but eventually all the sangheili inside the dining hall seated themselves and started to resume their meals. All of the human elites were looking over at Blake curiously; they tried to figure out why he looked so familiar. They could not understand that they were once human too, thanks to the memory suppressants. Soon they paid Blake no mind and they began to talk amongst one other.

Calla walked over to Blake and sat next to him. He looked over at her in fright. Calla could smell his fear, and it smelled so good. Calla smiled wickedly at him as she growled. Blake's deep blue eyes stared into Calla's eyes with distress. Calla instantly felt guilty and she snapped out of her elite persona. WAIT, what am I thinking, I have to help HIM! Calla scolded herself. Calla looked over at Shelly and she had the same mindset. Calla once again tried to talk to Blake.

"Hey Blake, how have you been?" Calla asked in a soft voice, which still sounded eliteish. Blake looked over at Calla like he had just seen a ghost. It took Blake a bit, but he was finally able to answer her.

"Who are you?" Blake questioned nervously. Calla gave Blake a big smile which only seemed to scare him even more since she showed him her razor sharp fangs. Calla quickly ceased her smile and replied.

"You don't recognize me do you, I'm Calla, the one you flew to the SilverSides," Calla tilted her head in a submissive manner. Blake stared at Calla dumbfounded for the longest time before he could speak again.

"Oh my god, Calla, what did they do to you?" Blake asked, shooting an angry glance at Thel. Before Calla could respond, Thel answered Blake's question.

"Is it not obvious what we did, we gave her a new body, she is much stronger now," Thel smirked at Blake, knowing he too would join the family soon. Blake became angry and he shouted at Thel.

"That's exactly the problem, It's HER BODY, HERS! You have no right to turn her into…into a GOD DAMN ELITE!" Blake's outburst caused a lot of attention to be drawn his way. Thel glared over at him and snapped back.

"IS IT REALLY SO BAD! Look around you, what is it that you see HUMAN?" Thel countered. Blake took a moment to look at all the human elites; all of them were confused as they watched the argument unfold. Blake looked back at Calla and she had the saddest expression he had ever seen. Blake was surprised he could read her feelings now that she was an ELITE! Blake whipped his head towards Thel and flipped out.

"I SEE a bunch of VICTIMS!" Thel snarled and retorted back with compassion.

"Well I see a FAMILY, my family, and soon you will join us, CORPRAL," Thel sneered and squeezed Blakes shoulder. "Now, finish up your food, and I will take you back to your cell," Thel's sneer slowly turned back into a smile and he continued to eat his meal. Blake looked back at Calla and she smiled again. Then she talked to him.

"You should finish your breakfast Blake," Calla made a special eye signal for him. Blake could tell by this Calla would help him to the best of her ability's. But it would be too risky to try anything now in a room full of elites. She would have to wait until he was back in his cell. Blake nodded and resumed his meal, making sure to savor every bit of it.

After Blake had finished his meal, Thel escorted him out of the dining hall and back to his cell. Thel had left Rtas in charge of Calla and Shelly. Rtas left the dining hall with the two females and led them to the sleeping quarters. Rtas stopped at a room labeled three four three and turned around to face Calla and Shelly.

"You both will share this room, I trust that will not be a problem, since you two cannot keep your hands off each other," Rtas grinned at the two women. Calla and Shelly both blushed and looked away from each other. Shelly was not about to let Rtas get dirt on them, oh no.

"Well shipmaster, you seem to enjoy our shows a little bit too much," Shelly smiled victoriously when Rtas blushed.

"Yes, I suppose so," Rtas took a moment to regain his composer, and then he finished his words. "The doors have bio scans and they will know your signatures, try not to have too much fun, females," Rtas left quickly so he would have the last word. Shelly snapped her mandibles at him as he walked away. Then she entered the room with Calla. Both Calla and Shelly were surprised at how plush the room was. The room was pretty big and the ceiling was really tall. The carpet was purple, soft and very spongy. There was one bed on the left side of the room and another on the right side. Both of the beds had large pillows, silk sheets and big fluffy comforters. There was a couple of painting hanging on the walls that showed scenes of beautiful landscapes. The lights inside the room could be dimmed to give it a more relaxing feel. Along with everything else the room had its own bathroom complete with a shower a toilet and a nice marble sink. Calla and Shelly could tell that their room was custom made, but they weren't complaining.

"Looks like we lucked out Calla," Shelly said while she admired the room.

"Most definitely, I've never seen a room this nice before," Calla walked over to the bed on the left and plopped down on it. Instead of bouncing like you would on a spring mattress, she sunk into the comfy bed. "This bed is so soft, it must be made out of foam," Calla looked over at Shelly and she was lying on the carpet. "Uh, Shelly?"

"Calla, feel this carpet for a second," Shelly was rubbing the floor with her clawed hands. Calla hopped out of bed and hit the floor. Calla was amazed at how soft the carpet was. Shelly smiled over at Calla and spoke. "It makes you wonder which surface you would rather sleep on," Calla lolled her head to the side and exhaled happily. Calla rolled over so she was facing Shelly. "We need to think about busting out of here Shelly," Shelly looked over at Calla.

"Yeah but, how would we do it and where would we go?" Shelly questioned. Calla though about it for a few seconds and then she responded.

"We would bust Blake out of his holding cell, borrow a phantom, and by borrow I mean steal, then we would head back to the UNSC," Calla smiled, proud of her plan. Shelly did not feel the same way about Calla's scheme, she shook her head disapprovingly.

"We can never go back to the UNSC Calla, they would kill us, or worse, if they did believe that we were turned into elites, they would perform horrible experiments on us," Shelly's words hit Calla hard, she hadn't thought about that. Then another idea sprang up.

"Alright, then we could go to my home world Horizon," Calla offered.

"A planet controlled by rebels, but weren't your parents, killed there?" Shelly asked, and then regretted that she did because Calla became angry.

"HOW do YOU know that? I have never told you about my parents!" Calla stood up.

"I had access to your profile when you were assigned to me, I'm sorry Calla," Shelly replied sincerely. Calla dropped her anger and replaced it with sadness.

"Sorry I barked at you Shelly, it was a long time ago, I shouldn't get so worked up," Calla sighed and sat on her bed. Shelly stood up too and walked over to her. Then Shelly sat down next to Calla.

"You know Calla, you're lucky you got to be with your parents, for however long that lasted, I, I never got to meet mine," Shelly spoke softly. Calla wanted to say something positive, but she could tell that Shelly didn't want any pity. "And I guess that put a rage in me, I always thought my parents hated me, why else would they abandon me?" Shelly paused and took a breath, then she continued. "The foster house I grew up in was pretty rough, and the man that ran the house was a creeper, he was always creping around all the little kids, fucking nasty bastard," Shelly looked over at Calla. "I wish I could have been your sister Calla, your parents raised you right," Shelly looked away from Calla as tears started to form in her eyes. She wouldn't let Calla see her like that, sergeants are supposed to be tough, not pussies. However, when Calla embraced Shelly, she could not hold back and she cried silently. Shelly returned the embrace and leaned her head over Calla's shoulder.

"You know Shelly, we all have our burdens we must bear, some are heavier than others," Calla paused and started to rub Shelly's back. "But my mother always told me, the more you suffer down here, the greater your reward is up there," Shelly wiped the tears from her eyes and let go of Calla. Calla smiled and gave Shelly a friendly head bump. Shelly smiled and shook her head.

"Thanks Calla, you have a way words," For the first time in a long time, Shelly felt at peace with herself. Shelly stood up and grinned. "Now then private, let's go get our pilot and blow this joint," Calla stood up to with excitement and responded.

"YES SERGEANT!" Calla saluted. Both Calla and Shelly prepared to plan out their escape, unaware that a certain AI had been listing to them all along.

Authors note: **Sorry I took so long to update, I hope you all enjoyed this chapter! Be sure to leave a review, tell me what you liked or what you didn't like, IT REALLY HELPS! Now it's time for chapter six.**


	6. Chapter 6

Success

By Kool Killer

Authors note: **To tell you all the truth, I feel bad for keeping you waiting, so here is the next addition! And in this addition there will...**

**Killer is abruptly cut off by an angry reader.**

** "HEY, WE didn't ASK for your life STORY Fuck Face, so why don't you get to the point!" Killer sighs and stands up.**

** "Alright big mouth, which seat are you sitting at?" Killer smiles when he sees the culprit raise his hand.**

** "I'm right here and I would like to see you try to do something!" The angry reader pulls out a three fifty seven magnum and levels it at Killers head. Killer had not expected his audience to be armed, but this was America, and not some anti-gun fascist COUNTRY! **

** "Whoa," Was killer's simple reply.**

** "That's right! Now what are you gonna do, HUH!" Killer weighed his options. Killer always kept his AR- 15 loaded with a hundred round drum underneath his desk. He remembered one time he had been on Piers Morgan tonight and he had asked Killer.**

** "Why on earth do you need an AR-15 that can explode thirty bullets in a matter of seconds?" Kool killer thought about that for a second and answered his question.**

** "I see your point, thirty rounds is not enough, that's why I rock a hundred round drum," Piers became flustered. Since he was anti-gun, and he only got his kicks from attacking good honest gun owners by using statics and low blows, this was going to be a piece of cake for him.**

** "GOOD God, WHY DO YOU HAVE A HUNDRED ROUND MAGAZINE!?" Piers looked completely flabbergasted.**

** "Uh, so I can kill a hundred people, DUH!" Killer being an all-around cheeseburger eating, freedom fries stuffing, coca cola guzzling mother fucker, gave the appropriate response to such a repetitive question. Killer snapped out of his flashback and looked back at the gunman. Luckily for Kool Killer, someone drove their tank into the building and aimed the cannon right at the gunmen's face. The driver inside the tank bull horned the gunman.**

** "Attention Asshole, drop your little pea shooter immediately, or be dispersed," The tank driver's voice was calm, like he did this every day. The gunman instantly dropped his magnum and he was no longer a gunman, but just a man. The tank driver got out of the tanks seating area and mounted the fifty caliber machinegun on the swivel. "Now, leave the premises or you will be TRUSSPASSED," The tank driver hollered as he pulled the slide back on his fifty and let it slam back into place creating a loud click. The angry reader couldn't get out of the building fast enough, so he just jumped out a window instead. The tank driver pointed the fifty in a safe direction and climbed off his tank. The tank driver walked over to the magnum and picked it up. "What was that guy going to do with this, kill an ant?" The tank driver laughed and tossed the gun aside. Then he approached Killer and took his helmet off. "Corporal Coduss reporting for duty SIR!" Coduss saluted. Killer saluted back and then shook his savior's gloved hand. **

** "You just saved my life, what can I do to repay you!?" Killer thought of what Coduss could want. Did he want ammo for his fifty, or a new tank? No, he wanted something greater, something money could not buy. Coduss leaned in and spoke.**

** "I want to join your forces, to become an elite," Coduss smiled and placed his combat helmet on killers desk and then he sat on the desk. Kiler was surprised, most people were afraid to become something extra ordinary, but this Corporal, Coduss, just volunteered himself. Killer stood there unsure of what to do until Coduss pulled his sleeve up.**

** "Of course, Barotte, get up here," Killer waved his last victim up. Barotte mandibles tugged up into a smile, then he stood up and walked over to Killer. "We have someone that wants to join our forces," Barotte grinned and spoke to the newcomer.**

** "Greetings Coduss, so, you wish to join us?" Barotte asked and he clicked his claws together sinisterly.**

** "Why yes I would," Coduss replied with a sly smile. Barotte laughed and gave Coduss a fist bump. Killer grabbed a syringe out of the purple container resting on the floor. Killer handed the syringe to Barotte and he opened the top up. Then Barotte cut his finger with one of his claws and let a single drop of purple blood fall into the syringe. Barotte closed the syringe and shook it lightly. Barotte handed the syringe back to Kool Killer and leaned against his desk. While killer made the final preparations he instructed Coduss.**

** "You might want to remove your boots and your armored vest," Coduss complied and removed those items. "Good, now go ahead and lie down on the desk," Coduss lied down and put his hands behind his head in a relaxed position. Killer chuckled and spoke up. "Don't get too comfortable, now give me your right arm," Coduss held his arm out and killer grabbed it. "Now, are you sure you want this, once its done its done, there's no going back," Coduss looked up at Kiler and sighed.**

** "Kool, I've been waiting for this for a long time," Killer nodded and glanced at Barotte.**

** "Barotte would you please hold our new host down," Barotte chuckled and braced Coduss.**

** "With pleasure," Barotte replied. Killer carefully pushed the syringe into Coduss' arm and injected the intoxicating virus into him. Coduss cringed a little; he could feel the virus crawling through his arm to his heart. The virus burrowed into his heart and quickly spread from there. Coduss' blood changed from red to purple. His breathing became shallow and his faced flushed purple instead of red. Coduss started screaming as the virus began to change him.**

** "IT FUCKING BURNS!" Coduss shouted at Kool.**

** "That's just your anti bodies trying to fight it," Kool replied, looking down at Coduss. "It will be over soon," Killer smiled.**

** "NOT SOON ENOUGH!" Coduss yelled as his bones started to snap and rearrange themselves to fit an elite's body. Coduss continued to scream and soon his screams became ferocious roars. The transformation seemed to go on forever, but At last it ended. Coduss was no longer a human, but a huge strong elite. Barotte helped Coduss sit up. Coduss checked himself over with excitement. Then he let loose a booming laugh. His laugh was very sinister.**

** "So, how do you feel?" Kool asked while he looked up at Coduss. Coduss' head whipped towards Killer, startling Kool and causing him to jump.**

** "I feel wonderful!" Coduss sighed contently as he open and closed his clawed hands.**

** "Excellent, that's great news," Killer smiled and shook Coduss' hand, being cautious not to cut his hand on his buddy's razor sharp claws. "Now that you have joined our forces, our family is starting to become quite big yes," Killer said. Coduss, Barotte and the heckler nodded. Killer nodded back and addressed them.**

** "Now you should all take your seats and we will start chapter six," Killer waved everyone off. Barotte and Coduss took their seats and waited for killer to start. Killer sat down in his seat and started chapter six.**

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/5/2540 3:43pm

Calla stared at herself in the bathroom mirror. Calla looked into her blue reptilian eyes and sighed. Her whole body had been completely transformed, but she still had her deep blue eye color. That was the last piece of her that remained somewhat human. Calla knew she could never forgive the elites for what they had done to her, what Thel had done to her. Calla looked down at her clawed hands and closed them. They had stolen the only life she had ever known. What did they expect her to do, kill her own people! Glass her own PLANETS! Calla snarled and punched the mirror causing it to shatter. Calla stared blankly at what was left of the mirror until she felt something warm running down her hand. Calla held her hand up and looked down at it. Purple blood was slowly running down her clawed hand and dripping onto the floor. Calla snorted in disgust and wrapped her hand in a purple towel to stop the bleeding. Then she exited the bathroom and was greeted by her sergeant.

"You ready to go Private?" Shelly asked with her head down, leaning against the bathroom wall. Calla shook her head and replied.

"Yes Shelly, let's leave this place," Calla replied coldly. Shelly looked up and met Callas gaze with the same look. Shelly looked down at Calla's hand and gave a questioning stare. "It's fine, I just lost my temper," Shelly nodded and spoke up.

"Alright then, let's go get our pilot and get the fuck out of here," Shelly exclaimed as she got off the wall and walked with Calla across the room towards their front door. Shelly tried to open the door but it wouldn't budge. Shelly looked back at Calla slightly confused then she tried the door again.

"Is the door stuck, here let me try," Shelly moved out of the way to let Calla by. Calla walked up to the door and tried it. The door would not move. The two human elites continued to work with the door until they heard a feminine synthetic voice.

"I'm afraid I cannot allow you to leave," Calla and Shelly looked around the room for the voice.

"Who said that?" Calla growled. Callas' question was answered as a female elite AI appeared in front of her. Calla jumped slightly upon seeing the new figure.

"Greetings," The AI chimed, "My name is Galilee, I am responsible for the Unyielding Triumphs higher functions," Calla looked the AI over. Galilees' body color was a soft purple color. She was wearing an elegant dress that shrouded her two toed hooves. She held herself proudly and she had a sincere smile spreading across her mandibles. Shelly looked at Calla then back at the AI.

"Yeah, as much as we would like to stay and chat, we need to leave, so would you open this door for us?" Shelly asked. The AI shook her head.

"No," Galilee replied simply. Shelly sneered and asked again.

"Please?" Shelly cocked her head to the side. Galilee tapped her claws together.

"You both wish to escape this ship, and quite simply, I'm not going to allow it," Galilee smiled at Shelly. Shelly became infuriated and she yelled at Galilee.

"If you don't open this door right now, we are going to KNOCK IT THE FUCK DOWN!" Shelly's green eyes were burrowing into Galilee electric form.

"I'm sorry you are upset, but I'm afraid you will injure your hooves before you even put a dint in this door, it's meant to withstand a plasma grenade," Galilee replied, looking at Shelly apologetically. Shelly sighed and let her anger roll of her shoulders. There was no point in getting angry with Galilee, since she was just an AI. Calla glanced over at Galilee and asked a question.

"Galilee, how long have you been listening to us?" Calla shifted her hooves.

"Since you both were brought here," Galilee replied. Calla nodded then spoke again.

"And who brought us here?" Calla asked. Galilee paused for a second as if she was searching her data banks.

"Shipmaster Thel Vadam'ee," The AI answered back. Calla blushed slightly.

"You have got to help us get out of here Galilee," Calla pleaded. Before the AI could reply, the door to their room opened. There standing in the doorway were two smug shipmasters.

"Ah, but Calla, we enjoy your company far too much to let you leave," Thel said as he stepped inside the room with Rtas.

"Yes this is true, you both belong with us now," Rtas smiled at Shelly. Thel looked over at Galilee.

"I can handle this from here, you are excused," Galilee nodded.

"Of course, shipmaster," Galilee vanished from sight, but Calla and Shelly knew she was still listening.

"You're not going to stop us, we're getting out of here," Calla said threateningly. Thel gave her a hearty laugh.

"Oh Calla, how do you expect to accomplish this feat, hmm," Thel mocked his captive. Calla growled and replied.

"We defeat you and Rtas, then we get Blake and fly off into the sunset with one of your phantoms," Thel snorted and stepped forward, invading Calla's personal space.

"Well I'm sorry to tell you this dear, but your pilot is already in the process of joining our forces," Thel grinned while he stared down at Calla.

"No," Calla said, taking a step back.

"YES," Thel took a step forward.

"You won't get away with this!" Calla yelled.

"But we already have, and now we have found a way to make the Sangheilian Gene Altering virus airborne," Thel took another step forward. Calla tried to take a step back but she had run out of room and hit the wall. Calla shook her head in denial. "And soon we will release this virus amongst your people infecting every last man, woman and child; we will TURN ALL OF THEM!" Thel roared at Calla. Calla cringed, then she turned her head and began to cry. Shelly attempted to kick Thel's ass for yelling at her private, nobody yells at her but ME! Shelly thought as she went to grab Thel. However, before she could reach Thel, Rtas grabbed her arm and flipped her over his shoulders. Shelly landed flat on her ass. Shelly roared and tried to fight back but Rtas wrapped his powerful arms around her body, preventing her from moving. Rtas lowered his mouth down to Shelly's neck and nipped her. The action surprised Shelly for a second and she stopped struggling. Then Shelly continued to get rowdy.

Calla continued to cry until Thel embraced her tightly. Calla shuddered and attempted to push Thel away.

"Get away from me you MONSTER!" Calla shirked. Thel only held her tighter and he brought his mandible down to her right ear.

"Monster? Is that what you think I am Calla," Thel's voice was sweet and sensitive.

"YES!" Calla yelled, and then she began to sob again. Thel held Calla's head against his thick warm chest. Cooing and nudging her with his muzzle.

"Hush now Calla, I only do this for you," Thel purred.

"No, you do this to please your prophets, you don't even care about me!" Calla cried. Thel had nothing to say. Although it wasn't completely true, he did care for Calla, but he was doing these trials to please the hierarchs. Thel softly nipped Calla on her neck and spoke to her.

"No more tears, I have something to show you," Thel looked over at Rtas and nodded. Rtas nodded back and picked Shelly up in his arms. By now Shelly was too tired to struggle back. Calla was going to protest by she found herself being lifted off the carpet. Thel picked Calla up and held her close in his arms. Thel left Calla and Shelly's room and headed for the observation deck with Rtas close by. As Thel walked down different hallways, Calla buried her head into his chest. She didn't know why she sought comfort from him, was it because of her dream? Warmth radiated between Calla and Thel's muscular form. Soon Calla found herself drifting to sleep. Every step Thel took swayed her into a peaceful slumber. Calla sighed and let her mind escape reality as she fell into a wonderful dream.

Calla awoke softly to the sound of heavy breathing. She opened her eyes and smiled happily. Thel was resting beside her with a peaceful expression on his face. Calla gently nudged him with her snout. Thel stirred and opened his captivating amber eyes. Thel grinned, then he wrapped his arms around Calla and pulled her against his warm muscular chest.

_"Good morning, my beautiful mate," Thel nipped Calla on her soft shoulder. _

_ "Morning, my love," Calla gently locked her mandibles in a kiss with Thel. Thel began to purr and he rubbed Callas' smooth back. Calla broke away from the kiss and pressed her head into his warm thick neck. Thel growled and rolled over so he was on top of her. Thel began to bite and nuzzle Calla softly. Calla returned his affection with her own, becoming rather aroused in the process. Thel too started to become aroused and he slowly started to rock his hips into her groin. Calla began to purr as he continued. Soon Thels' member became enlarged and he carefully entered Calla's no no spot. Calla moaned and growled as he did this. Warmth traveled up through Callas' abdomen as Thel started to get it on. Thel and Calla intertwined their clawed hands as they continued committing their dastardly deeds. Before long, Calla and Thel reached their climax and they roared in pleasure as they came. Both of the lustful elite sighed in ecstasy and started to nuzzle each other with a passion like no other. _

_ It seemed to last forever, Calla and Thel were expressing their love in an insatiable manner. They both broke away and lied there, staring into each other's eyes. Calla and Thel made sure they got healthy doses of both of their scents, they inhaled greedily. Thel nudged Calla with his snout, and then he spoke to her. His voice became demonic and twisted._

_ "Calla, wake up!" Thel snarled angrily. Then he wrapped his hands around her throat and he started to choke her with an evil glare in his amber eyes. Calla gaged and tried to break out of his grasp but he was far too strong for her._

Calla gasped and woke up with fright. It didn't help matters that she was in Thel's arms. Calla frantically tried to get out of his grasp.

"Let me GO!" She cried.

"Calla, calm down, what is wrong," Thel spoke gently. Calla thought about what had happened, it was just a dream. Why did all her dreams have to end badly?

"Nothing is wrong Thel," Calla looked away embarrassed as she exhaled. Thel chuckled and set Calla down on her feet.

"I know this all must be stressful for you, but this should clear your mind," Thel gestured up towards a large rectangular window. Calla eyes traveled up and she looked out the window. What she saw, stole her breath. Calla walked up close to the window and placed her clawed hands on the glass. There staring right back at Calla was a huge red planet with three bright suns. It looked a lot like mars, minus the suns.

"What is it?" Calla questioned. Thel inhaled and placed a clawed hand on her shoulder.

"It is Sangheilios, your new home," Thel smiled brightly.

"Its, beautiful," Calla looked up at Thel. Thel nodded and placed his other hand on her shoulder.

"It is," Thel admired his home. Calla and Thel stood there staring at Sangheilios until they heard a loud bang resonate from somewhere inside the ship.

"What was that?" Calla asked, slightly startled by the noise. Thel growled and sniffed the air.

"It sounded like an explosion, stay here Calla," Thel commanded as he left her side and exited the observation deck. Thel ran out of the observation deck and headed to location of the explosion. Along the way, different sangheilian warriors teamed up with Thel.

"What in the name of the prophets happened!" a worried minor shouted.

"We soon will see," Thel said as he and his warriors neared the area of the explosion. Thel and his warriors reached the room where the sound had resonated from. The room was used for transforming humans into huge glorious sangheili. Thel ordered his men to line up against the wall. They all stacked up and checked their weapons over. Thel looked back and nodded at his warriors, they nodded back. Thel huffed and entered the experiment room; his men quickly flanked him and searched the room. Thel walked over to what was left of an ungoy cleaning team. The havoc that was bestowed upon the room was consistent with a hand grenade. Thel looked down at his hooves as something red caught his attention. The shipmaster reached down and picked up a spent shotgun shell. A few other shells littered the floor. They were most likely used to destroy the consoles across the room. Thel growled and crushed the shell in his powerful claws. "HUMANS!" Thel roared, throwing what was left of the shell at the blue blood spattered walls. Thel snapped his head towards his men and he yelled at them. "We have over looked our captives; there is a human running around this ship!" Thel's voice trembled.

"The ventilation shaft cover is missing, the vermin is most likely scurrying around up there," a minor spoke up.

"Indeed you are right minor, give the order to go into high alert, I want this human found, I WILL TURN HIM MYSELF!" Thel bellowed.

"YES SHIPMASTER!" All of his warriors replied, and then they left the experiment room in a hurry. Thel thought about climbing up in the vents to look for the perpetrator himself, but he was far too big to fit inside the ventilation system. Thel huffed and left the experiment room, snarling in frustration.

Calla was left alone inside the observation room, she was becoming nervous. Calla started to walk towards the exit to leave the observation deck when she heard a thumping sound inside a ventilation shaft. Callas' first thought was it could be Blake. But then again, Thel said Blake had already been recaptured and put through the procedure. Soon Callas curiosity was answered as one of the ventilation shaft vents was kicked out. The vent clattered to the floor and made a rattling sound. The vent ceased to move and lied still. Calla looked up at the vent and stepped back. A second later and a marine jumped out of the vent and landed on the floor with his back facing Calla. The marine got up and dusted himself off. Then he turned around. Both Calla and the marine's hearts stopped when they saw each other. Calla looked down and saw a shotgun in the humans' arms. The soldier looked down at his shotgun, and then he looked back at Calla.

The marine brought his shotgun to bear and he leveled it at Callas face with a nasty smile displayed across his mouth. Calla froze as she looked down the barrel of the weapon. She was going to die, and no one was coming to save her this time. Calla managed to find her voice and she spoke up.

"Please, don't" Calla forced out her words as she raised her claws submissively. The marine faltered for a second as he realized she was a female. The marine clearly was having second thoughts about shooting a women, human or not. The marine quickly snapped out of his thoughts and re-shouldered his firearm. The human glanced around the room to make sure the coast was clear, and then he looked back at Calla. Calla could tell he was nervous, with good reason. The whole ship was probably looking for him right now. The marine slowly backed up to the observation room door and prepared to exit, still keeping his sights hot on Calla. But now he was aiming at her stomach, as if that was much better. Get blown in half or lose your head, either way you would die. Calla sighed in relief as he lowered his shotgun and went to leave the observation deck. However, he had no way of knowing a furiously angry shipmaster was on the other side of the door. As soon as the door opened he was picked up and thrown violently across the room. He slammed against the wall nearest to Calla and landed on the ground with a thud. His shotgun had fallen out of his hands and slid over to Calla, who hesitantly picked it up. The shotgun was pretty small in Callas grasp. Calla looked back at the entrance to see Thel.

Thel roared and charged into the observation deck, closing in on the recovering human. Just as the marine got to his feet, Thel picked him up and slammed him into the wall with force. The human gaged as air was forced out of his lungs.

"YOU filthy HUMAN, YOU have caused quite enough trouble for TODAY!" Thel yelled. Thel pressed his elbow against the humans' chest preventing him from breathing. Calla looked over at the man; he was starting to turn blue.

"YOU'RE KILLING HIM, STOP THEL!" Calla shouted. Thel looked back and growled at Calla, then he released the marine. The human fell to the ground gasping for air while he held his throat. When the marine tried to get up, Thel placed his hoof on man's back and forced him to the ground. Thel lowered his mouth down to the man's ear and spoke loudly to him.

"If you attempt to get up I will snap your legs like twigs, understand human?" Thel applied pressure to the humans back. The human still out of breath nodded quickly. Thel laughed and removed his hoof.

"Very good, brother," Thel mocked. Thel left the human and walked up to Calla. Thel looked at her with concern.

"I'm fine, Thel," Calla said, averting his questioning gaze. Thel looked down at the shotgun Calla was holding and he held his hand out. Calla reluctantly gave him the weapon. Thel smiled at Calla and walked back towards the human. Thel walked in front of him and stopped. The marine looked up, still lying on his stomach, not wanting to do anything that could end up with him being a cripple. Thel looked the weapon over, then he spoke up.

"So primitive, so weak, so useless," Thel said as he snapped the shotgun into two pieces. The marine didn't know if the elite was addressing him or his shotgun, maybe both. Thel threw both of the pieces over his shoulders and they hit the ground where they clattered to a halt. Thel looked down at the human and he looked back up at his captor. Thel looked the human over thinking to himself. Thel soon smiled brightly and picked the marine up. "Yes, YES, You will make an excellent HOST!" Thel laughed menacingly. Thel started to leave but Calla stopped him.

"NO THEL, THIS ISIN"T RIGHT!" Calla cried. Thel laughed and looked back at her.

"Oh but it is right Calla, what else would you have me do with him?" Thel asked mischievously.

"Let him go," Calla offered sorrowfully. Thel thought about it and replied.

"As you wish, Calla," Thel replied with an evil tone that wrenched Calla's hearts. Thel left the observation deck with the marine and disappeared around a corner. Calla stood inside the observation deck alone, unsure of what to do, then she chased after Thel. When she caught up with Thel he was opening an airlock. Thel threw the marine into the airlock and closed the door. Calla quickly ran up to Thel and looked at the marine through the glass window. The marine looked terrified.

"What are doing Thel!" Calla squeaked at tears began to well up in her eyes. Thel regarded the human male for a second then he turned and faced Calla. Thel reached down and grabbed Callas head and forced her to look at him. Thel smirked at Calla and glanced at the marine inside the airlock.

"We all must make choices Calla, from the moment of birth, to the moment of death," Thel activated the preparation sequence for the airlock doors, hazard lights began to flash and a one minute countdown began. Thel stepped aside and opened a panel containing the abort button. Thel looked back at Calla, she was now sobbing.

"Sometimes, choices will need to be made for those who cannot make them themselves," Thel spoke firmly. "This human, does not have a choice, he cannot chose his fate," Calla looked at the marine who was now horrifically looking around the airlock, realizing what would soon happen. "But you can Calla," Thel paused and looked up at the timer, only forty five more seconds to go. "Does this human go free and die a cold painful death?" Thel looked back at Calla and glanced towards the abort button. "Or does he join our family, and live amongst us in peace and harmony?" Calla looked up at Thel, with tears streaking down her face and dripping off her mandibles. "The choice is yours, Private," Thel regarded Calla by her rank and stepped back. Calla looked up at him in shock. Thel ignored her eyes and looked at the human inside the airlock who was now ponding on the window in panic. Calla froze up until Thel spoke to her. "Thirty seconds, Calla"

Calla wasted no time. She quickly ran up to the abort button and pushed it. Sure, being an elite might not be the best thing that could happen, but dying was definitely the worst. The countdown disappeared and the hazard lights shut off. Shortly after the primary airlock doors opened and a frantic marine that was immensely distraught came crawling out. The marine slid up against the control panel to the airlock and sobbed quietly holding his head in his hands. Calla instantly wrapped her arms around the terrified man and tried to comfort him, embracing him tightly. Calla looked up at Thel and roared at him, with tears still dripping from her eyes.

"YOU ARE A MONSTER! YOU REALLY ARE!" Calla moved herself so she was between Thel and the scared marine. Thel sighed and walked up to Calla.

"Soon you will understand, what I have to offer is far greater than anything you can imagine Calla," Thel used his strength to tear Calla away from the marine. He then picked the marine up and threw him over his shoulders. Thel regarded Calla for a minute or two, and then he began to walk away. Calla watched as Thel left with the human still slung over his shoulders. Calla shuddered and stood up. Then she went to go look for the only real source of comfort, her sergeant.

Authors note: **A BIG thanks to everyone who reviewed, dropped a favorite, or is currently following this story! IT REALLY MEANS A LOT! **

**Now what you need to do is go and read LightningDragoons' story Alone. It follows two buddies and their ordeal throughout the abductions and transformations of the SilverSides crew. It's a lot better than the way I'm describing it, Get IN there and check it Out, THAT'S AN ORDER! And be sure to go and read RedDrako7s' story Converted. 800 children get abducted and transformed into different covenant species. It's a well written story that should not be passed up ….That's ALSO AN ORDER!**
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Calla walked along the halls of the Unyielding Triumph, careful to avoid elites patrolling the ship. Security was paramount at night since all of the human elites had a curfew. And in addition to that, the human Thel was going to turn escaped him. Thel had overlooked the marine and his capabilities and he got shot for it. Thel was not shot fatally; the round went clean through his back and out his shoulder, very painful, but not life threatening. Calla had gone to go see how Thel was doing earlier. He was unconscious from the pain relievers and sleeping soundly. Calla did not know why she was concerned for his wellbeing. Because the truth was, as much as Calla resented Thel for what he had done to her, she was still drawn to him. Thel always had a tough and pious attitude, because acting any differently was frowned upon by the other elites. But Calla knew that deep down, he was a gentle soul. She could see it in his eyes, and hear it in his voice.

Calla shook her head and focused on the task at hand. She had to find Shelly and then try to locate the marine that had escaped Thel's clutches. Calla had to help that marine; he still had a chance, unlike her. Calla knew it was too late for herself. She was an elite now, she could never return home. Well, it really wasn't a home to go back to without a family. And the fact that general Mahuad had her house burned to the ground along with her dead parents that were left inside. Calla huffed and growled darkly as she thought of different ways to disembowel the fucked up general. But Calla quickly wished she had kept her voice to a minimum because a good friend of Thel had heard her. Rtas poked his head around the corner and greeted Calla, startling her.

"Greetings Calla, did you get lost on your way to escape?" Rtas humored her.

"No Rtas, if you must know, I was looking for Shelly," Calla replied annoyed.

"I have already taken her back to the room you both share, walk with me Calla, I will take you to your quarters," Rtas motioned for Calla to start walking, which she did.

"So Rtas, what were you and Shelly up too?" Calla asked, eyeing Rtas up suspiciously. Rtas chuckled and looked over at Calla.

"She wanted to see our magnificent armory, she even tried a few of the weapons out," Rtas paused and averted his eyes. "Your sergeant is a good shot; she handles weapons with lethal accuracy," Calla laughed and scratched her mandibles.

"And when did you think it was a good idea to give a bipolar woman a firearm," Calla said sarcastically. Rtas smiled and answered Calla.

"Calla, we trust you both far more than you might think, you must know that by now, that is why we did not give you the memory suppressants," Calla snorted and looked away in distaste. Rtas sighed and continued to speak. "I know that this is not what you wanted to happen, but it is necessary,"

"Necessary for who!" Calla snapped at Rtas. Rtas thought about how to proceed, and then he answered her.

"For you, and your race," Rtas spoke with sincerity. Calla shook her head, not wanting to hear it. Calla and Rtas reached her quarters. Calla was about to enter but Rtas stopped her by grabbing her shoulder. "Whatever happens, know this Calla, now that your race can be transformed, it is clear that the humans are no longer our enemy," Rtas removed his hand from Calla's shoulder. Calla looked up at Rtas confused.

"Then who is your enemy?" Calla asked with curiosity.

"The FILTHY Jiralhanae," Rtas hissed.

"Jiralhanae?" Calla questioned. Rtas looked into Calla's eyes with a hatred she did not even know existed inside him.

"You know them as the BRUTES," Rtas had venom dripping off his words. Rtas realized he was starting to scare Calla so he stood back to his full height and smiled down at her. Calla smiled back and Rtas moved aside so she could enter her room. Calla looked back at Rtas.

"Thanks for taking me back Rtas," Calla nodded at Rtas.

"Of course, rest well tonight, tomorrow we will begin your training," Rtas nodded back and closed the door. Calla heard a click signaling that the door was locked. Calla walked into the bed room and saw Shelly resting on her bed with her eyes open. Shelly looked over at Calla and regarded her.

"Private," Shelly smiled.

"Sergeant," Calla grinned back and sat down on the carpet near Shelly's bed.

"So, I take it you want to find that marine, huh," Shelly said quietly, so she would not alert the ships AI, Galilee of their intentions. Calla nodded and leaned her shoulders against Shelly's bed.

"He's got to be around here somewhere, most likely in the vents," Calla looked up at the ceiling. Shelly looked up to and they both noticed a vent.

"Calla, I know you want to help him but we are too big to fit in the ventilation system, we will just have to wait and see if an opportunity arises, what else can we do?" Shelly rolled over and closed her eyes. Calla sighed and stood up. She walked over to her bed and lied down. Calla really wanted to help that marine, but she would just have to let the situation play out. Besides, he could take care of himself, that's what marines do best. Calla closed her eyes and slowly drifted to sleep.

Sometime later, Calla was gently awakened by soft hands.

_"Calla, it's time for breakfast," A familiar voice said as smooth hands brushed her cheeks. Calla slowly opened her eyes and blinked a couple of times to clear her vision. When her vision cleared and she saw who had awakened her, she cried out in joy._

_ "MOM!" Calla launched out of bed and flung her arms around her mother's neck. Calla pressed her head against her mother's bosom and started to cry. _

_ "Don't cry Calla, it was just a bad dream, nothing more, you're safe now," Calla looked up and smiled brightly. Another voice called to them from inside the living room. _

_ "Tammie, the foods getting cold, you'd better hurry," Calla's dad hollered to her mother._

_ "We'll be right there Scott," Tammie replied back to her husband. Tammie smiled down at Calla and bushed a strand of hair aside. "Go brush your teeth and comb your hair, then come join us for some breakfast dear," Calla let go of her mother and wiped the tears from her eyes._

_ "Yes mom," Calla dashed to the bathroom and opened the door. Calla closed the door and let a sob escape her. It had all been just a dream, she was not an elite, and she was still seven years old, living with her parents. Calla walked up to the sink and quickly stood on the step stool. Calla looked straight into the mirror and sighed in relief. Her bright smile greeted her with memoires of happy times. Her blond hair was lively and thick, messy, but a comb could fix that. And her eyes, a brilliant blue that sparkled contently. Calla still could not believe it. She touched her face and looked her body over. She was small and petite. She wiggled her toes and fingers, she was human. "Yay!" Calla jumped up and shouted excitedly as her inner child got the better of her. Calla grabbed her favorite blue tooth brush and applied some tooth paste. Then she started to brush her normal flat and not razor sharp teeth. Once Calla was finished brushing her teeth, she combed her long blond hair. Since Calla had never joined the marines, there was no reason to cut it so short. Calla finished up in the bathroom and went to go eat breakfast with her parents._

_ Calla left her bedroom and walked down the hallway. Making sure to look all the family pictures over. Calla was very happy in all of the pictures, with her mother and father holding her dearly. Calla made her way into the kitchen and ran over to her dad and hugged him tightly._

_ "Whoa, take it easy there scrubs, you're going to knock me over," Scott leaned forward and bear hugged his daughter. Scott then got a wise idea. He flipped Calla around and began to tickle her. "Tickle Assault!" Calla started to laugh and squirm in his arms, trying to escape._

_ "Stop dad, please, mom…help!" Calla giggled spastically._

_ "No one is going to help you scrubbers," Calla's dad continued his onslaught until his wife confronted him._

_ "Scott, stop torturing your daughter, the foods ready," Calla sighed in relief when her dad let go. Calla quickly moved to her side of the table and sat down._

_ "You're lucky little scrubs, next time no one will save you," Scott said as he narrowed his eyes at her. Calla playfully stuck her tongue out at her dad and he smirked. "You want to get immature, I'll get immature," Scott stuck his tongue out at Calla in the same fashion. Tammie lightly smacked Scott upside the head. "Oh, she gets away with it but not me right," Scott said defensively._

_ "Scott, you're thirty three years old, she's seven," Tammie replied with a smile. _

_ "So there's a slight age difference, big deal," Scott countered._

_ "Twenty six years dear," Tammie informed him as she set two plates down in front of Calla and Scott. Calla snickered when she saw what was on her plate. One big fluffy pancake with a happy face made out of whipped cream and strawberries. Two crispy strips of bacon and one sausage patty. All of it was drowned in sweet sticky maple syrup, delicious. Calla wasted no time, she grabbed her fork and skewered the plump sausage patty and took an overly generous bite. Calla started to chew on the sausage, savoring the flavor, something that was much harder to do as an elite. While Calla and Scott were eating their breakfast, Tammie began to prepare their lunches, since she had already eaten while Calla and her husband were asleep._

_ Calla continued to eat her breakfast until her plate was barren. But Calla's hunger was not satisfied. Calla glanced over at her father's plate and sized up his bacon strips. Three crispy flavorful pieces of tantalizing mouthwatering mind blowing lip smacking finger licking goodness was just an arm's reach away. Scott knew what his daughter would try to do. Scott moved his bacon strips away from the danger and placed them on the far side of his plate, now they were safer._

_ "Don't even think about it scrubby," Calla smirked and slowly started to slide her little fingers across the table. "You touch my bacon and you'll be drawing back a nub," Scott readied his fork, of course he would never hurt his daughter. Calla slowly brought her hand back and placed it in her lap. Scott decided to cut his daughter a break. He grabbed a strip of bacon and forked it over. Calla snagged the bacon and ate it appreciatively. When Calla was finished she smiled and looked out the window._

_ Horizons beautiful sun was creeping over the mountains casting the sky in shades of purple and pink. Calla knew today would be a wonderful day. Well, it would have been a wonderful day. A heavy knocking sound resonated off of the front door. Calla felt her heart sink as her mother went to go answer the door. Calla wanted to tell her mother not to open the door, but she couldn't find her voice. Tammie walked up to the front door and opened it. Calla could not see from where she was who it was. But that soon changed when she heard the voice belonging to the new arrival._

_ "Hello Mrs. Anderson," the voice belonged to, none other than…_

_ "General Mahuad, I was not expecting you," Tammie said in a nervous voice as she stepped back and stood up straight, like a soldier would do when in the presence of a superior. This was common since everyone on Horizon was a militia member of the rebel army._

_ "No you weren't," Mahuad stated coldly as he walked in the front door. Mahuad slowly made his way into the kitchen and stopped. His cold calculating grey eyes looked right at Calla and Scott. Scott immediately stood up and saluted Mahuad._

_ "General Mahuad, sir," Scott wanted to be as respectful as possible, since Mahuad could call his troops into the house and have them all killed at a moment's notice. Mahuad gave a halfhearted salute back and lowered his gaze down to Calla, who was still siting. Calla stared back at Mahuad with unwelcoming eyes. Mahuad gave Calla a nasty sneer. Scott reached down and roughly yanked Calla up out of her seat and made her stand up striate. "Calla, you know you are supposed to show the general respect!" Scott scolded Calla angrily._

_ "Sorry father," Calla responded, hurt that her dad would snap at her like that._

_ "You don't apologize to me, you apologize to our general," Scott ordered._

_ "Forgive me, general," Calla spoke softly, with her eyes glued to the floor._

_ "Calla, you look me in the eyes when you address me," Mahuad spoke down to Calla with an icy voice. Calla looked into Mahuad's hateful eyes and she repeated her apology._

_ "I'm sorry general," Calla spoke louder this time. Her eyes were beginning to tear up._

_ "That's better," Mahuad said as pulled a cigarette out of his front pocket and lit it. Scott looked down at Calla with sadness. He hated to discipline his daughter in such a manner, but she almost got herself shot. Scott looked back up at the general and remained deathly still with his hand on Calla's shoulder. Mahuad took a drag off of his cigarette and exhaled. Then he called Tammie into the kitchen. "Mrs. Anderson, your presence is requested," Mahuad spoke impatiently. Tammie quickly made her way into the kitchen. Mahuad looked at Tammie longer than he should have while he inhaled his cigarette again. He clearly was eyeing her up. Mahuad looked back at Scott and Calla. "You all sit down now," Mahuad commanded sternly. On the order, the Anderson family sat down with haste. Mahaud took a seat at the far end of the table. "Do you know why I came by this morning?" Mahuad asked accusingly._

_ "I have no idea, general," Scott replied respectfully. Mahuad narrowed his eyes and got to the point._

_ "There is a goddamn rat here on Horizon, a fucking TRATIOR!" Mahuad shouted. The Anderson's flinched at Mahuad's outburst. Mahuad's troops barged into the house and stormed into the kitchen. The troops quickly surrounded the kitchen table, with their rifles in hand. All of the troops were evil. You could see it in their eyes. Ruthless men, no… monsters without honor, morals or compassion. Heartless soldiers, that would cave a child's head in if ordered to. Satan's demons and Mahuad's troops were two sides of the same coin. _

_ "I had no idea there was a spy here," Scott replied nervously, glancing at the rebel soldiers. _

_ "Really, look me in the eyes and tell me you didn't know," Mahuad's expression became dark. Scott exhaled nervously and replied._

_ "I did not kno…" Scott was cut off by a loud crack. Scott slumped forward and landed on the table. The back of his skull was missing and the white curtains behind him were splattered with his blood and brains. Calla and Tammie screamed in shock. They looked over at Mahuad. He was holding his magnum. Smoke was coming out of the barrel and drifting up towards the ceiling. Tammie quickly grabbed a knife and attempted to avenge her husband by killing Mahuad. Tammie lunged at Mahuad but she was not quick enough. The general shot her three times in the chest. She was dead before she hit the ground. _

_ "MOM!" Calla cried and tried to run to her mother but she was back handed by one of Mahuads troops. Calla was sent crashing into the ground. The troop went to grab Calla but she quickly evaded his attempt and dashed past him. Calla made her way to the stairs and quickly started to climb them._

_ "Get back here you little BITCH!" The troop yelled as he chased after her. The rebel troop did not get far before Mahuad called out to him._

_ "Soldier, I will deal with her," The troop looked back at Mahuad; one of his gloved hands was already on the stair rail. _

_ "Yes general!" The soldier stood back to let Mahuad by. Mahuad started to walk up the stairs but he was stopped by his other troops._

_ "What should we do sir?" They questioned._

_ "Go out to the transporter and get the gas cans, It's time to warm up the neighborhood," Mahuad joked. Some of the troops laughed at the joke knowing that they would burn down the house._

_ "YES GENERAL!" The troops quickly made their way out of the house. Their heavy boots clunked and stomped out the front door. And then there was silence, except for a dripping sound. Muhuad leaned over the stairway rail and looked into the kitchen. Blood was running down Scott's head and dripping off the table onto the white floor. Mahuad chuckled and slowly started to climb the stairs. Mahuad opened his magnum and let the spent casings fall out of the cylinder. The spent rounds clinked and clattered all the way down the stairs. Mahuad started to reload his magnum, one round at a time. Mahuad reached the top of the stairs and closed the cylinder on his magnum._

_ "Calla, I'm going to find you," Mahuad began to walk down the long hallway, making sure he checked each room. Until only one door remained._

_ Calla was searching her parent's room trying to find her dad's handgun. She could hear Mahuad getting closer._

_ "Where is it?" Calla sobbed as she searched through different drawers. Calla's time was at an end when she heard the door to her parent's room open. A smug general stepped in, leaving the door open. _

_ "There you are," Mahuad chuckled. Calla tried to scream at him but her throat had constricted from all of her crying. "Don't worry Calla, you'll be seeing your parents very soon," Mahuad said as he leveled the magnum at Calla's head. Just as he was about to pull the trigger, his radio went off._

_ "Uhh general, there's something out here!" one of his troops hollered._

_ "Be more specific soldier, what is something?" Mahuad talked into his radio as he lowered his magnum. Mahuad waited for an answer but a reply did not come. "What's wrong soldier, did you fall over and fucking die?" Mahuad asked sarcastically. Nothing but static greeted Mahuad. "Well fuck it," He looked back at Calla. Mahuad walked up to Calla and placed his magnum against her forehead. Calla closed her eyes and waited for death. But it never came. Calla heard a hissing noise followed by Mahuad gaging. Calla opened her eyes to find Mahuad suspended three feet in the air by two prongs of searing hot plasma that were protruding from his chest. Red blood ran down his chest and spilled onto the floor. Mahuad went limp and his magnum toppled to the ground and slid underneath her parents' bed. Mahuads lifeless corpse was thrown violently across the room where he landed with a loud thud._

_ Calla remained deathly still while she stared at the floating plasma sword. Suddenly, the sword deactivated and her savoir materialized right before her eyes. There in front of Calla was an elite clad in gold armor. The elites amber eyes looked into Calla's own with remorse. Calla could not suppress her sorrow. She ran up and threw her arms around the familiar elite. The protective elite kneeled and embraced Calla with strong comforting arms._

_ "The…THEL!" Calla wailed as tears came pouring out of her eyes. _

_ "Calm yourself Calla, you are in good company now, and that shameless man, will harm you no further," Thel lifted little Calla up and held her tightly. Thel hummed and ran his claws through Calla's thick blonde hair. Then Thel began to leave her house. He made his way down the stairs and out the front door. Thel, with Calla in hand, stepped over the dead mutilated bodies of Mahuad's troops and he walked far, far away into the warm glow of Horizon's sun._

**Author's note: Sorry the chapter is so short. I kind of got stuck and couldn't figure out how the story should proceed, but I've got that all sorted out now. The next chapter will be much longer, I PROMISE! **

**Side note: If you want to know what Calla and Shelly look like, you can go to RedDrako7's Deviant art account, Kissaki7. General Mahuad looks like the General in Dead Space three. You know, the General that asks you if you love the earth and your parent's right before he blows you away.**
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Calla, for the first time awoke from her sleep feeling content and comforted. Most of her dreams ended in sorrow and misery, but not this time. Was it because Thel had rescued her and showed his compassion yet again. Or was it something else, something Calla was missing. Thel was both Calla's tormentor and savior. More often than not, he was her protector. Maybe that was the reason Calla felt so attached to Thel. He always kept her safe. Thel would give his life for her.

Calla's mandibles tugged up into a smile and warm tears seeped out of her sparkling blue eyes. Calla wiped the tears away and sat up in her bed. Calla flared her mandibles and yawned while she stretched her well defined arms. Then she got out of bed and looked over at Shelly, she was awake.

"Good morning Sergeant," Calla greeted Shelly cheerfully.

"Fuck your face," Shelly responded as she sat up and rubbed her reptilian eyes. Calla snickered and sighed happily. Calla knew by now that Shelly was not a morning girl.

"Now that's not very nice Shelly," Calla responded with sarcasm.

"Well I'm not nice," Shelly replied with humor as she stood up.

The covers fell off of Shelly and landed on the ground. To which she grumbled and picked the covers back up. Shelly tossed the covers over her bed and started to stretch. Calla admired Shelly's new form for a moment or two. Shelly's body was absolutely stunning. Her legs were strong and powerful. Her waist was firm and well-toned. Shelly's upper body was muscular but feminine at the same time. Her neck was elegant and enticing. And her face was that of a hardened soldier, but there were still some gentle features. Shelly's eyes were a bright emerald green that you could easily get lost in, if you allowed yourself to wander. "Uhh, Calla," Shelly broke her private out of the trance.

"Yes, Shelly," Calla crooned, still sleepy and un-alert.

"You're staring at me," Shelly said, and then she gave an accusing look.

"You know you look hot right," Calla said as she made her way to the bathroom. Shelly blushed a little and cocked her head to the right. "Maybe that is why Rtas can't keep his hands off of you," Calla said as she slipped into the bathroom and closed the door.

Calla walked across the bathroom floor and entered the shower. Calla didn't bother closing the shower door. She just turned on the hot water instead and tossed her night gown out onto the bathroom floor. Unlike human showers, the water came out hot immediately. Calla stepped into the welcoming stream of hot water and hummed happily. Calla was so busy enjoying her shower; she did not hear a certain sergeant slip into the bathroom. Emerald green eyes watched Calla wash her sexy body from a distance, until they could resist no more. Shelly quietly made her way across the bathroom floor, like an assassin in the dark. Calla was slightly startled when two smooth firm arms wrapped tightly around her chest. Calla felt another warm body press snuggly up against her own. Calla moaned a little as the smooth hands slowly worked their way down to her thick thighs. The clawed hands rubbed her thighs softly and then they squeezed her rump tenderly. Calla knew it was Shelly. Some part of Calla's consciousness told her what was happening was wrong. But if that were true, why did it feel so right. Instead of clamming up, Calla turned around and embraced her sergeant tightly. Shelly brought her muzzle up to Calla's neck and spoke to her.

"It's time for your cleaning detail, private," Shelly smirked and grabbed a bar of scented soap.

"Yes sergeant," Calla smiled and began to caress Shelly's soft back.

Shelly nipped Calla's smooth neck while she lathered her up with the crisp smelling soap. Soon Calla was covered up with suds and she relived Shelly of the soap. Calla began to slide the soap over Shelly, getting her all lathered up too. However, Calla was unable to finish washing her sergeant. Calla dropped the bar of soap and grabbed Shelly's soft sizeable breasts. Then Calla squeezed and caressed them attentively. Shelly moaned and started to purr as she massaged Calla's thick inner thighs. Calla growled approvingly and tried to one up Shelly by taking her to the ground. But the sergeant wasn't having any of that. Shelly used Calla's momentum and spun her around. Shelly grabbed Calla tightly from behind and tried to floor her. Unfortunately for Shelly, Calla was all soaped up and she slipped right out of her grasp. Calla lunged at Shelly but accidentally slipped on the bar of soap that was left unattended on the floor. Calla plowed right into Shelly, taking her through the tinted glass wall of the shower. The glass shattered making a god awful crash as the two human elite females tumbled through it.

Rtas was walking down the halls of the unyielding triumph, heading to the dining hall to secure some food for his unruly stomach, when he heard a loud crash come from Calla and Shelly's room. Rtas ran to their door and opened it with haste. Rtas looked suspiciously into the bedroom, to see what had caused the sound, but there was nothing out of place. Rtas' eyes narrowed as he entered the room, he could not find the two females. Then Rtas heard laughter start to come from the bathroom. Rtas walked over to the door less concerned now and opened it. Rtas walked right into the bathroom and almost tripped on the two wet sexy females lying on top of each other. Both Calla and Shelly stopped laughing and looked up at the new comer. Rtas blushed furiously as he made eye contacted with the two naked females. Rtas quickly retreated into the bedroom and closed the bathroom door.

"Aww, where are you going big guy, there's room in her for you too," Shelly teased as she pushed Calla off of herself and stood up. Calla stood up too and began to sweep the glass on the ground aside with her two toed hooves.

"I merely came to inspect that atrocious sound, but I can see that it was caused by you carless females and your roughhousing tendency's," Rtas retorted trying to lose the six shades of purple that had invaded his cheeks.

"We're sorry Rtas, it was a careless accident that could have been avoided," Calla said as she stepped back into the shower to wash the suds off of her body, shelly joined her.

"Yes it could have, and now we will have to get your shower wall replaced," Rtas scolded angrily as he tamed his blush.

"Don't be so hard on us Rtas, I bet you wrestle with Thel all the time," Shelly said defensively as she and Calla finished washing the suds off of their hot sangheilian bodies.

"Yes this is true; I do spar with Thel, IN A CONTROLLED INVIROMENT!" Rtas hollered.

"Well I'm sure you have had your fair share of mishaps TOO!" Shelly yelled back.

"HARDLY!" Rtas laughed, "We are far more graceful than you could ever hope to be," Rtas crossed his arms and tucked his head.

"We'll, if you want, you can come in her and punish us," Shelly sneered playfully. Rtas blushed again and lost his tough guy posture.

"You will be punished later during your training, I assure you," Rtas huffed. Shelly opened the bathroom door and started to approach Rtas seductively, swinging her hips. Rtas started to back up until he hit the bedroom wall. Shelly stalked up to her prey and wrapped her arms around his waist. She then pressed her warm breasts against his muscular chest.

"Or if you would prefer it, you could punish me now," Shelly whispered as she began to nip Rtas' thick warm neck.

"Ummm," Rtas gulped nervously and tried to push Shelly off of himself, but he lost all the strength in his body. Rtas was completely at Shelly's mercy and she got off on that.

"Kiss me, Rtas," Shelly crooned as she squeezed his big strong arms. Rtas blushed so hard he thought he would die.

"Please Shelly, remove yourself from me," Rtas begged as he tried to keep his member from standing at attention. Which was really hard to do when he had the most attractive female sangheili he had ever seen, coiled snuggly around his strong powerful body. Shelly laughed and let go of Rtas.

"I'm just playing around Rtas," Shelly walked over to the dresser she and Calla shared. Shelly grabbed two of the orange bodysuits and tossed one to Calla. Both of the human elites got dressed and zipped up their body suits. The whole time they were dressing Rtas averted his gaze and stayed plastered to the wall shelly had pinned him to. Both Calla and Shelly walked up to Rtas smiling, ready to go get some breakfast. Rtas looked pale, and clammy to Shelly. "You okay Rtas, take a breath before you pass out," Shelly said. Rtas snorted and got off the bedroom wall.

"I am fine, and I will breathe when I choose," Rtas replied stubbornly as he exited the bedroom with his head held high. Shelly laughed.

"Your body tells you when to breathe Rats, if you hold your breath long enough, you'll pass out, but then…I'll have my way with you when you are helpless," Shelly schemed evilly.

"You wouldn't dare," Rtas said, in his deep sangheilian voice.

"Oh I would dare," Shelly smirked cynically. Rtas stared her down with angry green eyes. Shelly stared back with a burning glare. Shelly then smiled and flared her mandibles.

"I'm joking Rtas, why do you elites have to take everything so seriously, I mean really? You wake up serious, you eat serious, you train serious, you take your honorable evening dumps serious, and then you go to bed serious," Shelly snickered.

"And you humans think everything is a joke, and that is why your worlds are burning!" Rtas yelled at Shelly. Rtas immediately regretted yelling such harsh words at Shelly because he could see that he hurt her and Calla too. Rtas shook his head and let his temper die. "My apologies, I did not mean to snap at you Shelly, I became frustrated," Rtas offered. Shelly did not respond positively.

"Your god damn right our worlds are BURNING!" Shelly yelled. She rejected Rtas' apology and went nuclear. "Because we are peaceful people, instead of destroying worlds, we found new ones! We built homes for our families, our children! We thought everything would be okay, that we could live in peace and harmony, But you religious FUCKS came and took that all away! Shame on us for not teaching our children to be heartless killers! Teaching them to kill and slaughter others without remorse. Instead, we taught them to be good hearted people that would help those less fortunate than them! Shelly's voice dropped and became very sullen, "Their hearts were soft, their hands were gentle, and their minds were pure, and do you know what they all got for being loving compassionate beings, they got slow agonizing deaths! Shelly broke out into tears. All of the horrors and atrocities Shelly had seen, all the death and madness she kept locked away in her hearts came pouring out ten times as strong.

Rtas was flooded with guilt.

"Shelly, I did not mean what I said," The shipmaster reached out and placed a clawed hand on Shelly's shoulder. The moment Rtas did this, Shelly had a personality change. She went from impossibly sad to furiously upset.

"GET YOUR CLAWS OFF OF ME!" Shelly roared and decked Rtas right in the face. Rtas staggered backwards holding his two mandibles. He was more stunned by Shelly's strength than he was hurt. Shelly wiped the tears out of her eyes and glared sinisterly at Rtas. Rtas sighed and rubbed his mandibles.

"I truly am sorry, Shelly," Rtas said remorsefully as he shuffled away from Shelly and Calla. Rtas disappeared around a corner and walked alone to the dining hall. Shelly slowly unclenched her claws and let the anger roll off of her shoulders.

"Come on private, let's go get some grub," Shelly ordered unenthusiastically.

"Yes sergeant," Calla answered back in a light voice.

Elsewhere on the Unyielding Triumph, Thel awoke suddenly.

"Uggh," Thel sat up quickly and groaned. Thel rubbed his wounded shoulder softly. Thel looked around the room he was in. He was in a medical bay. Thel tried to remember the order of events that lead to him getting shot. He had caught the human marine that had been sneaking around the Sael's ship. Then Calla had tried to convince him to let the human go. Thel tried to make a point to Calla by letting her choose the humans fate. Would he go free in the vast emptiness of space, or would he join the family. Of course if Calla couldn't make up her mind in time he would have cancelled the airlock countdown and pulled the human out. Nobody deserves a cold lonely death, not even a 'human', Thel thought as he shook his head. After Thel played his little game, he started to take the human male to the same medical bay he was in now, to begin the humans' transformation into a proud glories sangheili. But Thel had made one of the most unforgivable mistakes of all; he forgot to search the human thoroughly. Sometime during their walk to the medical bay, the human produced one of his crude firearms he had concealed. Then he shot Thel right in the shoulder. Oh was it painful, far more so than a plasma round. But the most questionable thing was, the human could have ended my life, but he chose not to, why? Thel questioned himself.

Thel let a deep sigh escape his mandibles as he lifted his bandages to inspect his wound. It didn't look too bad but boy did it sting. Thel growled and looked over at his left arm. An IV was attached to his arm. The bag that contained the pain reliever had been empty for quite a while. Thel grumbled and yanked the IV out of his arm. A small stream of purple blood started to squirt out of the small hole left by the IV. Thel reached over to a table beside the medical bed he was sitting on and grabbed a bandage. Thel applied the bandage to his left arm and stopped the bleeding. Thel rubbed his eyes and yawned. Then he clicked his mandibles together and stretched his strong arms. Thel looked down at his stomach when he heard it growl angrily at him. Thel chuckled and prepared to get out of the medical bed when he heard the medical bay doors open. Thel was half expecting it to be Rtas, but it wasn't. Instead, it was a stunning light brown female sangheili with bright blue eyes wearing an orange bodysuit.

"Hello Thel," The female greeted happily as she approached him with a tray of tasty looking meats.

"Ah, Calla, I trust you are well," Thel said as he swung his hooves over the bed and let them rest on the medical bay floor.

"I am doing good, how about you," Calla said as she handed him the plate of tantalizing meats. Then she sat next to him.

"I will be better after I consume these delicious meats you have brought me, many thanks Calla," Thel smiled at Calla and then he began to scarf down the juicy meats. Calla smiled back and waited patiently for her captor to finish his meal. Of course it did not take Thel long to eat his meal. A big plate of meats was no match for a huge hungry sangheili. The food was devoured so quickly it was almost unfair. Thel sighed happily and set the plate aside, his stomach was now very pleased with him. Thel licked his mandibles contently.

"So Thel, Rtas mentioned something about training?" Calla broke the silence. Thel smiled and craned his long thick neck to look at Calla.

"Yes of course, you see, now that you are a sangheili, you are far more capable than any human could ever hope to be," Thel paused; Calla shook her head in understanding. "But just being a sangheili is not enough, you have to train and condition your superior body, so you can become even stronger," Thel stated, flexing his left arm for emphasis. Calla smiled and replied.

"I take it that all of the human elites will undergo the same kind of training, right?" Calla questioned. Thel snorted upon hearing the word 'elites'.

"Yes, the new generation of sangeheili will be trained to the same standards as normal sangheili," Calla's smile faded as a sad expression crossed her face. She lowered her head in sorrow. Thel grabbed Calla's head softly and held it up so he could look her in the eyes. "What troubles you so, Calla?" Thel asked in his deep gentle voice. Calla grabbed his clawed hand and held it against her cheek.

"Please tell me that you're not training these new, Sangheili…to kill our people, humans," Calla said the last part of her sentence barely above a whisper. Thel embraced Calla tightly, showering her body in warmth.

"Of course not Calla, they will be trained to capture humans and demons, capture, not kill," Thel stopped his words to rub Calla's back, "However, they will be trained to defend themselves, to the best of their abilities if need be, but they will never be used for offensive purposes,"

"What if the prophets demanded that the new sangheili kill other humans?" Calla asked, resting her head on Thel's warm neck. Thel contemplated Calla's question. What if the prophets did order the new generation of sangheili to kill their brethren, there could be destructive consequences, the new sangheili would probably choose to refuse those orders. Even though they all were given memory suppressants, the turned sangheili would be drawn to other humans, they would feel obligated to insure their safety, after all, they are being taught that humans are family, family that just hasn't realized the full potential of what their bodies can be capable of.

"The prophets would never ask such a thing, Calla," Thel responded positively.

"How can you be so sure, you know they hate humans for no reason, look at how quick the prophets were to condemn our people as heretics," Calla said sadly. Thel sighed uneasily, and replied.

"Calla, we sangheili always wondered the same thing, why the prophets had seen your species as a threat to be exterminated, although I would rarely speak behind the hierarchs backs, I would say they rushed to conclusions and acted far too quickly against your people, their decision was foolish and childish," Thel shook his head distastefully. Thel rubbed Calla's neck carefully. Calla was glad Thel had the same mind set as her. Calla smiled and looked up at her captor.

"So, are you going to train me now?" Calla asked. Thel chuckled and stood up.

"Of course Calla, let us go to the training deck," Thel motioned for Calla to follow, which she happily did. The two sangheili left the medical bay and started to walk to the training deck. Both Calla and Thel did not get far before they were stopped by ship security. Thel motioned for Calla to stay back while he talked to the two patrolling sangheili.

"Shipmaster, It is good to see you recovered so quickly from your injury," One of the guards said.

"Indeed, and what of that sneaky human, have you captured him yet?" Thel asked, eager to get his prize that had escaped.

"We have come close, but the human marine keeps escaping in the vents," The other guard nodded upwards.

"Hmmm, perhaps we could flush him out of the vents with the sleeping gas," Thel said, a sinister smile was slowly spreading across his mandibles.

"That could work your excellency, but the unyielding Triumph is far too big to use the sleeping agent in all of the vents and air ducts, we would have to pinpoint the humans exact location," The guard on the left spoke.

"And then we too would have to be careful, or we would fall victim to the gasses intoxicating effect," The other sangheili added.

"This is true, I will discuss matters with Rtas and Sael, we will figure out a solution, until then, make sure the engine room and hanger bays are heavily guarded, we don't want the human sabotaging this ship, or trying to flee," Thel commanded. The two sangheili guards placed their right fists over their hearts and replied.

"Yes, your excellency," Both of the guards bowed their heads in respect, then they left. Thel looked back at Calla and gave her a signal to rejoin him. She walked up to him hesitantly and stopped a few feet from him.

"Thel, you're not going to hurt the marine, are you?" Calla questioned warily. Thel looked at his wounded shoulder, then back at Calla.

"I will not hurt the human, I merely wish to have a Civil conversation with him," Thel smirked and continued to walk to the training deck. Calla didn't like the way Thel said civil. Calla walked next to Thel.

"Please don't kill him," Calla looked over at Thel.

"Calla, you have my word, death is not what I have in mind for the male," Thel reassured.

"Are you going to turn him?" Calla asked.

"I think he would make a good sangheili, don't you?" Thel questioned back with humor. Calla did not respond, she just continued to follow Thel to the training deck. The two sangheili arrived at the training deck, remaining silent most of the way. Two guards greeted them and stood aside as the doors to the training deck opened. Calla and Thel smiled at the guards and entered the training deck, the doors closed quickly behind them. Calla glanced around the room. The floor and walls were padded to prevent any serious injuries. The deck was lit brightly and many converted sangheili could be seen training with other regular sangheili. By the looks of it, the new human sangheili were being trained to subdue their opponents using non-lethal defensive tactics.

Calla looked off to the left of the training deck. Shelly was sparring at the far side of the deck with Rtas. It would appear that she accepted his apology. Shelly was trying really hard to beat Rtas. But it was more than clear that Rtas was better at sparring, which was not a big surprise since he had most likely been combat fit from the time he was a small child. Rtas was cutting Shelly some slack, letting her get some punches and throws in. Calla was so distracted by watching Shelly and Rtas wrestle, that she did not notice Thel sneaking up behind her. In an instant, Thel put her in a somewhat gentle choke hold. Calla tensed up and backed into him.

"Thel, what are you doing!" She yelled in surprise. Thel chuckled and wrapped his left arm around Calla's waist and lifted her into the air while he kept his right arm wrapped snuggly around her neck.

"I am training you, is it not obvious?" Thel asked in a smug voice.

"You didn't even give me a chance to get ready, that's not fair at all!" Calla retorted back trying to wiggle her way out of Thel's mighty grip.

"Fair!" Thel laughed. "Do you think your opponent will care whether he or she is being fair?" Thel asked as he tightened his hold. Calla continued to struggle. Thel clicked his mandibles together. "Calla, the only thing your opponent will be trying to do is kill you, they will do whatever they have to in order to win, even if it means using dishonorable tactics, such as…" Thel playfully bit Calla on the shoulder; she roared and broke free from his impossible hold. Calla spun around and faced Thel with feral eyes. Thel roared and charge her. Calla tried to dodge him, but she was too slow. Thel tackled her into the ground and held her arms down with his strong clawed hands. Calla huffed at him and asked a question in annoyance.

"I thought you people always fought fair?" Calla narrowed her eyes at Thel. Thel got off of Calla and helped her up to her feet.

"We sangheili do fight fair, in controlled environments of course," Thel paused and got into a crouched position. "We fight honorably as much as we can, but there have been and will be times were fighting honorably will get you killed, after all, your opponent might not be as noble as you," Thel said, quickly sweeping Calla's legs out from under her. Calla hit the ground with a thud. Calla quickly got back up and charged Thel, who simply side stepped her attack and once again grabbed her and put her in a submissive hold.

"What do you mean by controlled environments?" Calla asked confused.

"Well, like this training deck for example, if you and another individual challenged each other in a spar to establish merit, one would not employ childish tactics, the fight would be held with honor, or it would be called off and both opponents would be dishonored," Thel looked down and smiled at Calla. "But when you are in the battle field, anything goes, remember, your enemy has no honor, they will kick dirt in your eyes, they will beat you while you are down, and they most certainly will stab you in the back, if you give them the opportunity," Thel poked Calla in the back with one of his claws, causing her to laugh.

Both Calla and Thel continued to spar with each other well into the evening until it was dinner time. All of the other sangheili had ended their training for the day and went to go eat together in the large dining hall. Thel and Calla decided to spar a little bit more before they would go and partake in the delicious evening meal. Calla had been training with Thel for quite some time and she had learned a lot from him. Now Calla knew how to block, counter and attack more accurately. The most important thing Thel had taught her was patience. Knowing when and when not to strike, waiting for the perfect chance to lay out some punishment. While the two sangheili sparred, Thel had told Calla stories of mighty sangheilian warriors that had ended fights suddenly with one accurate blow. These sangheili warriors that had mastered all of the arts of combat and self-defense had one very important thing in common. They never started fights, but if one was foolish enough to engage them in unruly and dishonorable combat, the wise sangheili would most certainly be the ones to end the fight, quickly and without mercy.

"So these sangheili masters were bad asses, nobody could touch them, right?" Calla asked blocking some blows from her captor. Thel chuckled and blocked Calla's retaliation strikes.

"They were untouchable, the elders were the most noble sangheili of all, they had so much wisdom to share with all of us younglings, their stories were heart catching and inspiring, but the most important thing they taught us was to not go looking for trouble, or it would find and destroy us, the moral of their saying is this, no matter how big and strong you think you are, there is someone bigger and even mightier than you, do not be the one who starts quarrels, but the one who finishes them, and always speak lightly, so you do not eat your words later," Calla nodded and smiled at Thel. Thel smiled back and resumed his fight with Calla.

As Calla and Thel continued to spar, their holds and grapples became gentler. Until they were holding each other in a tight and caring embrace. Both Calla and Thel stared into each other's eyes, trying to read the emotions being displayed. Their emotions soon became clear; they both knew what they wanted. The two sangheili moved their snouts closer together and hesitated for a second. Then they locked their mandibles together lovingly, deeply inhaling each other's tantalizing scents. Thel embraced Calla even tighter as they held their elite kiss. Calla broke away from Thel's kiss and slowly ran her clawed hands up his thick muscular chest until they reached his neck. She then began rub his thick warm neck seductively. Thel growled and picked Calla up off her feet and pinned her to padded wall of the empty training deck. Thel nipped and nuzzled Calla's smooth warm neck, licking her and breathing softly. Calla shuddered slightly as Thel's hot breath brushed across her neck. Calla and Thel once again locked their mandibles in a loving kiss. This time Thel and Calla explored each other's mouths with their tongues, being careful not to cut their tongue on their razor sharp fangs. Calla started to purr as she held her kiss with Thel. And soon, Calla heard a deep rumbling noise emit from Thel's thick chest, he was beginning to purr as well.

It did not take long; both Calla Thel's instincts were taking over rapidly. The two sangheili's eyes were glazed over in pure pleasure. Thel gently took Calla off the wall and laid her down carefully. He then slowly started to unzip her orange body suit, she was doing the same to his. Thel lowered the zipper down to her soft warm abdomen and he opened the top part of her suit, exposing her firm bountiful breasts. Calla had worked Thel's blue body suit down to his waist, showing off his big well-toned muscles. Calla licked Thel's chest and rubbed his enticing abdomen. Thel growled loudly and buried his snout into Calla's neck, inhaling her scent greedily. Calla purred even louder as Thel bit down hard onto her neck. Not hard enough to draw blood, but just hard enough to show her how insatiable he was. Thel was about ready to rip the rest of Calla's body suit off when his wrist radio went off, completely taking the two lovers out of their intimate show of affection.

"Thel, are you still in the training deck?" Rtas continued, "The cooks have prepared such a wonderful feast, everyone is here, but yourself and Calla, both of your presences are being missed, won't you join us brother?" Rtas asked through his wrist com.

"Of course…Rtas… we will, be there soon," Thel said out of breath. Rtas laughed, upon hearing that Thel was winded

"Do not tell me that Calla was able to best you," Rtas joked.

"She fights well," Thel said, blushing slightly when Calla nipped at him. "She has a warrior's spirit," Thel nipped back at Calla.

"That's wonderful, now do hurry and join us in the dining hall," Rtas said happily.

"We will arrive with haste, brother," Thel said as he got up and helped Calla up once again.

"Excellent brother, see you soon," Rtas ended the transmission. Both Thel and Calla broke out into laughter as they zipped their body suits back up. Calla was bummed that she did get to have more fun with Thel, but he wasn't going anywhere, and neither was she.

"Come Calla, let us go and attend the feast, it would be a real shame if we missed out," Thel said as he led Calla out of the training deck.

"Yeah, and if we stay here any longer, Rtas and Shelly would probably launch a rescue mission to retrieve us," Calla chuckled. Thel looked over at Calla with a confused expression.

"Why would they waste such resources to find us when we do not need to be rescued?" Thel asked seriously. Calla laughed suddenly, startling Thel.

"No no, it's an exaggerated expression, meaning they would come looking for us," Calla explained.

"Hmm, I see," Thel observed. Calla smiled at Thel. Sometimes she would forget she was talking to an elite and not a human. Human? Calla thought as she looked at her clawed hands.

"Human," Calla spoke softly.

"Did you say something Calla?" Thel asked as he smiled over at her. Calla shook her head and replied back with a smile.

"Nothing, just wondering what we will have for dinner," Calla lied.

"We soon will be at the dining hall, and you will wonder no more, it will be most satisfying," Thel replied, pretending that he did not hear what calla had mumbled. The two hungry sangheili walked down the long hallway, heading for the dining hall. They both arrived at the dining hall doors. The two sangheili entered the dining hall and joined their brothers and sisters for a tasty dinner. Both Calla and Thel had not realized that a lone marine had been ten feet above them in a ventilation shaft, not moments ago.

Authors note: **Hope you all enjoyed this chapter. Looks like Calla and Thel were going to do the dirty until Rtas broke up their little, 'training session'. Sorry if it was up seen, but elites need love too! Maybe in the far future Calla and Thel will have little elite babies, hmmm? **

**Please, leave a review and tell me how I'm doing. What do you like, what do you not like? If you see areas that I can improve on then please let me know. Anyone can review, and all reviews will be greatly appreciated. Alright soldiers, you have your orders, execute the mission!**
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By Kool Killer
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Calla and Thel walked into the large lush dining hall of the Unyielding Triumph. Long tables filled with enticing meats lined the dining hall. There were many hungry sangheili chowing down and savoring the gigantic feast that was before them. Thel and Calla walked down the dining hall looking for their friends. Soon they spotted them. Rtas was sitting with Shelly, talking about the training they had engaged in hours before. Rtas looked up at Thel and Calla and waved them over.

"Ah Thel and Calla, I'm glad you both could make it," Rtas said as he scooted over so Thel could sit next to him. Calla sat on the other side of the table with Shelly.

"We would have come sooner, but we were, occupied," Thel parted his mandibles in a sly smile. Calla blushed a little and glanced over at Thel. Thel sneered playfully back at Calla.

"Indeed," Rtas smiled, and then he returned to eating his meal. The four sangheili began to exchange small talk, completely oblivious to the lone marine fourteen feet above them inside the ventilation exchange.

Richard Adams carefully crept through the ventilation system, looking for his friends that had been captured and brought aboard the covie ship. He had managed to sneak throughout the ship and avoid detection for a while, but he had a close call. Adams had almost been detained by the elites, but he managed to pull a fast one. He shot the elite that had grabbed him, not fatally though. Adams was glad he didn't get captured on the count of all the screams he had been hearing. Horrible screams and roars too, something very wrong was happing on the ship, and Richard had no intentions of joining those who were being tortured.

"This is so fucked, Jack, Velvet, where the hell are you?" Richard spoke quietly as he looked through different vent covers. As Richard crawled through the ventaltion shaft he paid special attention to vent covers that could give way. He didn't want to end up like the pilot that had screwed up and got caught. Richard was much luckier than Blake Cardney though. There was no way Blake would have made it out of that mess hall, not with all those damn elites. It was weird though; there were elites in the normal blue body suits and ones with orange body suits. Maybe the ones in orange were trainees? All the elites in orange looked like they had never seen a human before; did they not get the fucking memo? They are supposed to hate humans but these rookie elites looked more confused by Blake than hateful. And that one elite that had caught Richard a while later, Thel, had offered Cardney breakfast. Why would he do that when he's just going to kill him anyway? Richard had remembered the smug look Thel had on his face, his mandibles coiled into a diabolical smile. Then Richard remembered what Thel had told him, how he would make an excellent host. It was obvious what he meant by that. Holy shit, Richard thought, the elites are trying to make a chemical weapon that is toxic to humans, that's why they captured the SilverSides crew instead of killing them. As if glassing wasn't bad enough, now they're going to use CHEMICAL WEAPONS ON US! What the fuck is wrong with these tipsy elites!?

Richard shook his head in disgust. There's no way he would let anything like that happen. Now Richard had two objectives, find his friends and destroy the covie ship. The thought of the elites using the chemical weapon on his battle buddies made him sick. He could visualize Jack and Velvet gaging and throwing up blood while they desperately fought to stay alive. Fuck NO! Richard really started to pick up the pace checking on each vent he passed by.

One thing that worked to Richard's advantage right now was almost all of the elites were eating dinner, so he would have a little bit more leeway to move around the ship undetected. Richard continued moving through the vents until he came to a monitoring room. Richard looked side to side and did not see anyone. Richard pulled his combat knife from his sheath and carefully opened the vent cover. He pulled the vent cover inwards and placed it off to the side. Richard then slowly moved his head forward and looked around the room. Seeing that the coast was clear, he quietly lowered himself into the room. The room Richard was in must have been one of the many security offices aboard the ship. Richard walked up to one of the stationary monitors and tried to operate it. Richard tried to remember what Jack had told him about the covenant equipment. Jack had specialized in wiretapping enemy coms and other odds and ends. Jack had shown Richard many neat tricks when dealing with the oppositions monitors. Richard finally got it right and managed to hack into the security feed.

Richard immediately felt distress. There had to be at least close to five hundred elites aboard this ship. There were more elites in the orange body suits than the blue ones. This must have been a training ship. So it was a good thing that there were many unexperienced elites aboard. That would work to Richards's advantage. Richard continued to flip through the different channels until he got to the one for the holding cells. The only problem was the cells were all empty. Richard shook his head and continued to browse the different video feeds. The elites must have moved all the human crew members to a different area. Richard looked and looked, but he found no trace of humanity aboard the ship. Then, with much dread, Richard came to the disposal room camera monitor. What Richard saw made him sick. There were piles of human uniforms, boots, helmets, personal effects and weapons. It was like something straight out of the holocaust. All the clothes had, what looked like red and purple blood on them. What the fuck was going on? There was no way the elites could have offed everyone all ready, where were the bodies!?

Richard then remembered where he had seen human blood. Richard changed the channel to the hangar bay that had been converted into a make shift medical bay. Richard saw many elites in blue body suits removing medical equipment. Others were tearing down white curtains and removing beds. Shortly after, cleaning grunts came into the bay and began mopping up what little blood was left on the ground. Richard then went into the recorded data and typed in eight, four, twenty five forty, one day after the Silversides had been seized. Richard pressed play and watched the recording. There were many elites in the medical bay, about one hundred. They were all standing at attention while one elite gave a speech. Richard looked closely at the elite speaking, it was Thel. The sound was not working so he could not hear what Thel was saying. Not that Richard would be able to understand Thel anyway, he didn't speak elite. Richard pressed fast forward and sped the video up, until the elites cleared out and started to bring humans into the medical bay. Richard hit play and watched closely. The elites strapped the crew of the Silversides down onto beds with plasma restraints. Then the elites started injecting syringes into the helpless crew members. At first nothing happened, and then something terrible began.

Richard cringed as the video continued. The humans began to change. Their arms grew longer and started to bulk up. Their legs reformed into legs of a quadruped. Their necks starched out and became much thicker. And finally their faces changed as their bodies packed on muscle. Richard stood frozen unable to breath or form a cognitive thought. Until what he had just watched finally settled in. Everyone aboard the SilverSides, Jack, Velvet and all the others, they had all been turned into ELITES!

Richard held his head and stepped back. What was he going to do now. If he blew the ship up he would be killing his friends. Richard just couldn't do that. Richard spoke out shallowly.

"How could they do that, what's happing here?" Richard coughed and sighed heavily. There was only on last thing to do. He had to warn everyone back home on what was going to happen. Richard pulled the hard drive that contained the video logs and slipped it into his chest pocket. Unfortunately for Richard, he would never be making it off the ship with the hard drive on his own will. While Richard had been reviewing the information on the monitor the covenant AI aboard the ship had been logging his access attempts. The hairs on Richards's neck stood up straight when he heard a deep menacing voice breathed across the back of his neck.

"A curious little human, aren't we," Before Richard could turn around he was grabbed by large powerful clawed hands. The attacker pulled Richard into his chest and held him tightly. Richard looked up at his assailant. Before him was the biggest elite he had ever seen. This elite must have been nine feet tall. The elite was ridiculously muscular and had black skin with bright green eyes. Richard could not yell or do anything as the elite continued to constrict him, the way a boa would do when suffocating its prey. "So tell me human, do you like what you see?" The elite asked in a smug tone while he nodded to the monitor. Richard could not respond, he could only glare at the huge elite as he began to lose consciousness. The last thing Richard heard before darkness enveloped him was the elite's wicked laugh.

Shipmaster Sael Yersen'ee chuckled while he held his new prize. The little trouble making human was now his. Sael smiled and eyed the human up. He then brought his mandibles down to the humans' left ear and spoke.

"what am I to do with you?" Sael threw Richard over his shoulder and left the security room and headed for a detention cell. Along the way other sangheili acknowledged that he had caught the trouble maker. Sael smiled back at is sangheilian brothers. In no time at all Seal had reached the detention wing. Seal picked one of the nicer cells to put Richard in. Sael laid Richard down on the cot and searched him. Sael found a pistol, grenades, plasma sword and a plasma pistol. Seal held the plasma sword up and inspected it. Since the plasma sword was a symbol of status among sangheili high up in the ranks, there was no way the human could have taken it from the armory. Sael eyed the hilt closer and smiled. Thel's family symbol was engraved on the side of the plasma sword. Sael opened a compartment on his armor and slid the sword in, he would have to give the blade back to Thel the next time he saw him. Sael chuckled and continued to search the little human. Sael found a few more things; a small light brown bar that said chocolate, the hard drive from one of the security stations, and something else. The last thing Sael pulled out from the human's chest pocket made his hearts heavy with guilt. Sael was looking at a picture. In the picture was the human he had just caught and two of his friends. They had their arms slung over each other's shoulders and they looked intoxicated. They were laughing in the picture, they were…happy. Sael glanced down at Richard and looked back at the picture. Sael eyed the two friends that were with Richard in the picture. Sael had overseen the transformations of the humans and he had indeed witnessed the assimilation of Richards's friends. Sael sighed and slipped the photo back into Richards's pocket. Sael left the detention cell and activated the plasma barrier.

Sael turned around and stared at his captive for a while. The human had struggled so hard to escape. He probably knew what would happen if he got caught. But now the human was completely at Sael's mercy. However, Sael just didn't feel the excitement of being able to turn the human. If anything Sael now felt apathetic and sad. Sael shouldn't feel this way, should he? Richard was just a human, a heretic that spat in the very face of the gods. That's what the prophets had said. But Sael knew that the covenant were the true aggressors. The humans wanted peace, they never wanted a war. Sael always thought the humans would make excellent allies. The prophets however, had different feelings. Without any due cause, the prophets ordered the extermination of their species, using charges of heresy and blasphemy. But how could they be considered heretics if they never got a chance to learn about the great journey? They would have been ecstatic; they willingly would have joined the covenant if we had told them of the holy plan. Certainly we would be much closer to finding the sacred path to paradise if the prophets had not tied us up in a pointless war!

Sael snarled and walked away. Sael left the detention cells and set off to find Thel and Rtas. They had much to discuss. Perhaps turning the human would not be the best course of action. Sael had another idea, something even better.

Authors note: **It's been a long time hasn't it. Sorry if this chapter is short. I haven't been able to figure out how the story should proceed. But I think I've got that all sorted out now.**

**Remember, the most important thing you, the readers can do to keep me motivated is, leave reviews. That is the main thing that keeps me writing. I want to know that people like what I am giving them. In short, the more reviews I get, the more chapters you'll get, and that way we all win. **
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Success

By Kool Killer

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/7/2540 6:03am

_Four Marines and one sergeant stood guard on the out skirts of a small town on the planet Harvest. The planet had recently been visited by aliens and not in the friendly way. The group calling themselves the Covenant weaseled their way onto the planet and started offing people left and right after the negotiations had failed. It was quite funny really. The Covenant thought it was going to stroll through and start claiming territory. Too bad for them it wasn't going to go down like that._

_ Sergeant Avery Johnson, with a cigar in hand, gazed out into the valley. Avery turned around and looked over the firing line he and his marines had just set up. _

_ "This firing line will be the primary focus point," Avery looked his marines over. "So what that means is you people are going to be receiving a lot of aggression," Avery walked over to a 25 millimeter anti air canon that had been set up and was now facing out into the valley. "Luckily, you will be properly equipped for this engagement," Avery placed his hand on the anti-aircraft cannon. "This AA cannon has been modified to shoot Armor-Piercing Fin-Stabilized Discarding Sabot Tracer rounds instead of the less effective flack rounds," Avery then walked around the AA cannon towards two M224 High Explosive 60mm Mortars that had been rigged to an auto ordinance loading system complete with a touch pad and a combatant Identification scheme. "These mortars are top of the line, even an idiot could operate them," Avery gestured to the mortars. The four marines chuckled nervously. Avery made his way over to a line of ten FGM-148 Javelin missile launchers that fired 127mm High Explosive Anti-Tank rockets. "These Javelin missile launchers have two different firing methods, direct and laser guided," Avery opened a case and pulled out a Soflam. "This is a laser designator used to laze and ID enemy targets for precisian strikes with any lock on guided munitions system," Avery paused while he placed the laser designator facing out towards the valley. "All you have to do is aim it in the direction of the enemy and it will take care of the rest," Avery hefted one of the Javelin launchers up onto his shoulders. "When the Soflam locks onto an enemy vehicle all you will have to do is aim the Javelin in the direction of the target and fire," Avery then fired the launcher unexpectedly. The four marines ducked and looked up at the sky. The Javelin missile shot upwards and soared across the sky and then came down on a tree one thousand meters away with devastating force. The tree exploded into pieces, branches and dirt flew in different directions. Avery stood unmoving with smoke drifting up from the Javelin still on his shoulder. Avery dropped the Javelin and gave his parting words. "There are also two M249 light machineguns that fire five point five six by forty five millimeter steal core penetrator rounds, with about two thousand rounds for each on either side of the firing line," Avery then looked seriously at the marines before him. "You all are damn good marines, I have complete confidence in your capability's," Avery paused and smiled. "Let's show these alien pussies what happens when you fuck with the core!" The marines yelled back with vigor._

_ "Yes SERGEANT!" The four marines chambered fresh rounds into their assault rifles. Avery nodded at the troops and climbed into a warthog and looked back at them._

_ "Reinforcements will be arriving at eighteen hundred hours, I'm going to hook up with the other fire and support teams on the left side of the valley," Avery started the warthog and offered a last few motivational words. "So you know, Explosive, Ordnance and Demolition teams filled this valley with Slam mines, Anti-Tank mines and Claymore directional mines, these alien piss ants are going to get destroyed," _

_ With that, Avery drove off leaving a cloud of dust behind. As the dust cleared and the silenced ensued, the four marines knew they were now truly alone. Nothing but the sound of the wind blowing through the grass and the distant noises of automatic weapons fire accompanied the lone marines. The marines knew the covenant soldiers would soon reach the valley. On the flip side, they had more than enough firepower to hold off advancing enemy units. But still, the young soldiers were scared. This was their first assignment and they were as green as the grass on the ground. Fresh out of basic, well technically their training was not officially complete since the alien hoard had invaded Harvest before they could finish their training. So this was their first active war time engagement. The four marines watched the tree line across the valley until their radios went off._

_ "All units be advised, recon teams have sighted a sizeable enemy force two klicks from Benton County and closing," The coms officer paused shortly, then continued, "Recon confirms sighting enemy tanks and air vehicles, long sword fighter jets have been deployed and will engage enemy air vehicles, Laze ground vehicles and enemy troops for long sword strafing runs, over and out," The coms went silent. _

_ "They're going to be coming straight at us," Richard spoke out loud. Richard looked over at his friends. Jack, Velvet, and Brooks all looked back nodding; they were ready, ready to make shit dead. They all got into their respective positions. Velvet and Brooks took the light machine guns on both sides of the firing line. Richard got into the 25mm AA cannon and Jack crouched down next to the mortars. The four soldier's eyes scanned the valley closely, looking for combatants. They waited for an eternity before a loud bang from the tree line made them twitch. The sound of an alien screaming could be heard somewhere in the tree line further back. The sound was awful, like the cry of a bird or something._

_ "It must have tripped one of the claymores," Velvet said as she looked on in distaste._

_ "That alien probably got taco'd from the waist down, listen to those screams," Brooks shook his head. The alien continued to shriek until the load crack of a beam rifle silenced its suffering. The four marines looked on sorrowfully, picturing the bloodied body of the alien in their minds. Not long after the first explosion a second third and fourth one could be heard, followed by more shrieks and cries of pain from the invaders. The marines stood ready to open fire on the tree line. Then something unexpected happened. EOD must have planted the slam mines to close together because one went off and triggered a chain reaction. Slam mines started going off left and right in an organized manner, kicking up dirt, debris and body parts over the tree tops from the advancing alien units. The explosions continued and triggered the claymore directional mines as well. Soon it seemed like the fourth of July with all explosions that were tearing the forest apart. The marines watched in disbelief after the explosions stopped and the smoke cleared. Different covenant troops came hobbling and limping out of the forest dragging the remains of their friends with them. These battered aliens were missing legs; arms some had their belly's tore open from the explosive force and their guts were spilling out. They were crying and screaming as they crawled out of the forest struggling to stay alive. Some were even on fire and you could see the flesh dripping off of their bones._

_ The four marines had always laughed and joked about killing the enemy and blowing them into bloody pieces. But no one was laughing now. The marines continued to watch the massacre until Richard spoke up._

_ "Alright, let's end this," Richard armed the AA cannon and prepared to fire but he hesitated. For the life of him he could not pull that trigger. He could only look on in disbelief._

_ "Maybe we could help them?" Jack offered looking up at Richard. Richard said nothing. Jack looked back at the carnage._

_ "We got to do something, look their on fire," Velvet said shuddering. They continued to stare at the grotesque scenery until Brooks acted. Brooks pulled the slide back on the light machine gun and opened fire. The bullets from Brooks' machine gun tore into the dying covenant troops. Brooks cut them all down in a matter of seconds. Brooks stooped firing his machine gun and looked out into the valley. Tears were running down his cheeks. Brooks wiped the tears from his eyes and kept his M249 trained on what was left of the tree line, trying not to look at the covenant soldiers he had killed. Jack moved over to Brooks and placed a hand on his shoulder._

_You did the right thing man, you okay," Jacks voice was weak. Brooks did not respond. He merely nodded his head solemnly. Jack moved back to the mortars and knelled. The soldiers looked on waiting for more combatants, but they didn't come. The four marines looked at each other with confusion._

_ "That couldn't have been all of them; I thought there would be mor…" Brooks was cut off as a snipers plasma round found its way into his chest. Brooks was knocked off his machinegun. He hit the floor gagging and clutching his chest._

_ "OH FUCK!" Richard started firing his AA cannon into the oncoming group of covenant soldiers that were starting to dash from the tree line. Jack started firing off mortars. The mortars slammed into the troops with good effect. Velvet crawled over To Brooks to help him. Searing hot plasma flew over her head. Velvet pulled Brooks towards herself and flipped him over. Blood was pouring out of his chest and his mouth. Velvet grabbed some bio foam and treated the wound. Velvet then grabbed a syringe of morphine and gave him a douse._

_ "We got to get Brooks out of here now!" Velvet shouted. Richard looked over terrified._

_ "IF we try and run now were going to get slaughtered!" Richard continued to shoot the cannon._

_ "There's no cover from here to the town, they'll shoot us in the backs!" Jack shouted as he kept lobbing mortars down range. Velvet looked up and saw a covenant assault troop carrier coming in for a strafing run. Just before the covenant ship opened fire, two long sword jets launched JDAM's at the enemy carrier. The JDAM's hit the carrier and blew it into pieces. Debris from the carrier landed in the valley below. Soon covenant tanks were starting to appear over the valley. One of the covenant tanks opened fire at the AA cannon. Richard hopped out of the cannon and jumped just as the huge blob of intensely hot plasma slammed down on it. The AA cannon fell apart in a molten mess._

_ "Javelins, use the JAVEILINS!" Richard shouted as he aimed the soflam in the direction of the enemy tanks. Jack and Richard each grabbed a javelin and locked onto the enemy tanks. Velvet covered Brooks' body with her own as Richard and Jack prepared to fire. They both fired at the same time. The two Javelin missiles shot upwards and flew through the air in unison. Both of the missiles came down onto their targets completely annihilating them. The soflam then lazed the alien troops. A long sword jet acquired the laze, came in and dropped cluster bombs on the enemy ground troops. Now the enemy presence was substantially less. Most of the covenant soldiers went into hiding for fear of another air strike. However, it wouldn't take long for them to regroup._

_ "I think we can move now," Jack said as he dropped the javelin and moved back over to the mortars. Jack launched the last few remaining rounds. While he was doing that, Richard threw smoke grenades down on the ground. The smoke grenades activated and emitted clouds of smoke. Richard, Jack and Velvet used a wooden board from a long container as a stretcher. They lifted Brooks up and laid him down onto it. Jack and Velvet grabbed the board and lifted it up. They both started to carry Brooks towards the town. Richard heard the aliens roar. Knowing they would soon swarm the firing line he popped a green smoke. While Jack and Velvet carried Brooks out Richard got on the coms following close behind._

_ "This is PFC Richard Adams, my firing line is about to be over run," Richard looked back," I've popped green smoke to indicate the area of enemy presence, Requesting an aerial strike, over," One of the long sword pilots heard the call and responded. _

_ "This is Lonestar, I see the green smoke and I am preparing to strife, I need your proximity to the target area, over," The pilot replied. _

_ "Danger close, were are now sixty meters from the target area over!" Richard yelled._

_ "Copy that Private," The pilot switched from missiles to the thirty millimeter minigun. A loud buzzing sound could be heard as the thirty millimeter rounds blew the enemy troop that had reached the firing line into pieces. The long sword jet screamed past the three marines carrying their wounded buddy. The jet turned around and prepared to do another run but it was hit by a covenant banshee. "I'm hit I'm hit!" that was all the long sword pilot could say before he crashed into the ground. The long sword jet was coming right at the four marines tearing up dirt and grass. Luckily the jet slid to a halt just twenty feet from Richard and the others. _

_ "You guys keep moving to the town, I'm going to check on the pilot!" Richard yelled. Jack and Velvet nodded and kept moving. Richard ran towards the downed jet, it was a mess. Pieces were all over the place and black smoke was drifting up from the destroyed engines. Richard climbed up onto the long sword and shouted through the broken tented glass of the cockpit. "Are you fucking all right in there!?" _

_ "Yeah I'm good, but I'm pinned!" The pilot shouted back. Richard began smashing and tearing at what was left on the windshield of the cabin until the pilot was completely visible. Richard reached in and offered his hand._

_ "Grab my hand, I'll pull you out bro," The pilot grabbed his hand. Richard pulled as hard as he could but it was no good, he was stuck tight. _

_ "Fuck THIS SHIT!" the pilot yelled in distress. Richard leaned in and looked down at the pilots legs. They were pinned by the forward console. Richard tried to use his assault rifle as a crow bar to move the console. While he was doing that he began to smell something funny. He and the pilot looked back at the engine._

_ "The fucken fuel lines are leaking, hurry up!" the pilot shouted as he started to struggle more. Richard pried as hard as he could but the console wasn't going to budge. Fuel leaked into the cockpit and caught on fire by sparks from the electrical equipment. Flames started to spread to the pilot. "Help me Please man!" Fire stared to lap at the pilots back._

_ "I'm sorry, I really am," Richard said miserably as he climbed down from the cockpit. _

_ "It fucking burns, oh god NO!" the pilot struggle furiously to escape, but to no avail. The pilot looked up from his legs and was staring down the barrel of Richards' assault rifle. _

_ "You won't feel a thing," Richard's voice cracked as he pulled the trigger. The pilots head snapped backwards as a single round exited his head. The pilot stayed their unmoving as flames completely engulfed him. Richard took three steps back and retched all over the ground and his boots. Richard wiped his mouth and ran from the long sword crying. He ran all the way to the town. One of the doors to a small bakery opened up and Jack waved Richard in. _

_ "Get in here Richard!" Jack yelled. Richard ran through the door and closed it. Richard was completely out of breath and panting. Jack noticed the vomit on Richard's boots. Jack pulled out his canteen and poured water on his boots washing the vomit away. Jack thought about asking Richard where the pilot was, but the look on his face said it all, the pilot was dead._

_ "Brooks how is he?" Richard asked huffing. Jack looked back into the bakery where they prepare the bread._

_ "I want you to know this, okay," Jack placed his hand on Richards' shoulder and leaned in "We had a medic look at him, and he says…" Jack paused and looked away from Richard, "That he's going to die," Jacks' voice was weak. Jack looked back at Richard, "Brooks doesn't know, he doesn't know…" Jack looked Richard in the eyes. "And he doesn't need to know," Jack left Richard and headed into the prep area of the bakery. Richard followed him stepping in flour and blood. Richard walked into the prep area and saw Brooks lying on a table used for shaping dough. Jack and Velvet were right there with Brooks. Velvet looked up at Richard; her eyes were red from crying. She looked back down at Brooks and continued to run her fingers through his blond blood stained hair. Richard walked over to Brooks and grabbed his hand. Brooks hand was cold and pale, along with the rest of his body. Brooks stirred and opened his pale blue eyes. _

_ "Richard?" Brook's voice was shallow and none existent._

_ "Yeah buddy, I'm here," Richard leaned in and placed his other hand on Brooks left shoulder._

_ "I'm sorry, I really wanted to make it out of here with you all," Brooks coughed up bio foam and blood. Richard wiped the blood and foam off the side of Brooks' cheek with his hand._

_ "Don't be sorry, don't be, were going to get you out of here, head back to earth and…" Richard stopped talking when he noticed Brooks' blank stare. Richard waved his hand over Brooks eyes and he got no response. "Brooks, wake up, you just keep breathing man, you keep on breathing" Richard shook him. Richard looked at Jack and Velvet, They shook their heads mournfully. "Where's the medic!" Richard asked. A marine medic came into the room with a long white table cloth. Richard tore the cloth out of the medics hand and threw it on the ground._

_ "NO! YOU FUCKING HEAR ME, YOU HELP THAT MAN, DO WHAT EVER THE FUCK YOU DO, DON"T YOU GIVE UP ON HIM!" Richard pointed his assault rifle at the medic._

_ "I did, I swear to god I did," The medic help his hands up, "He was shot in the liver; he should have died within thirty seconds of receiving that wound, I did all I could, I swear to you," The medic lowered his head while keeping his hands up. Jack came up behind Richard and gently laid his hands on the firearm._

_ "It isn't the end, we'll see him again, you know we will," Richards' grip loosened and Jack pulled the rifle out of his hands and set it on a table. Richard held his head and started to sob. Jack led Richard out of the room. The medic lowered his hands, reached down and grabbed the long table cloth. He walked over to Brooks and set it on the table. The medic checked for Brooks' pulse one last time and sighed. The medic closed brooks eyes and laid the cloth over him. The medic looked at Velvet and shook his head as he left the prep room. Velvet stayed in the prep room, looking at Brooks' cloth draped body. She walked up to him and placed her hand on his forehead. Velvet then left the prep area and headed for the seating area where Jack and Richard were._

_ "We have to leave, the town has been evacuated and our ride isn't going to wait forever," The medic said. Jack stood up and shook Richards shoulder._

_ "We have go Richard, get up," Richard didn't move. Velvet walked over and said it too._

_ "We got to go, get up," Richard still did not respond. The medic walked over and shook Richard forcefully. _

_ "GET UP!" _

Richard sat up quickly and looked around in panic. This wasn't the bakery. A plasma barrier, Purple walls, a cot, sink and a toilet? Realization hit him. He was still on the covenant ship, he had been captured. Richard sighed and held his head, unaware that he was being watched.

"Bad Dreams, Human?" Richard looked up to see the huge elite black elite that had caught him. Richard did not respond. He looked down at the elites clawed hands. The elite was holding a tray of food, meats mostly and a drink. Richard looked the elite in the eyes, giving him a questioning stare. The elite smiled back and told the guards to open the cell. Two elites in blue armor walked up beside the huge elite and opened the barrier. Richard thought about running but he doubted he would get away this time. He would probably just be shot. The elite walked into the cell and placed the tray of food down on a small table. Then the elite leaned against the cell wall.

"What is this, my last meal," Richard said as he looked at the tray. The elite smiled and clicked his mandibles.

"What is your name?" The huge elite asked cocking his head to the side. Richard couldn't help smile, was this elite really trying to be all buddy buddy right now. Richard decided to humor the large elite.

"My names Richard," The elite gave Richard a funny look.

"Why is it that humans have such strange names?" the elite eyed Richard up.

"Well what's your name then?" Richard asked slightly irritated. The elite lit up like a Christmas tree when asked what his name was.

"My name is Sael Yersen'ee commander of this ship and your captor," Sael smiled brightly down at the human. Richard started to laugh. Sael eyed Richard up suspiciously. "Why is it, you are laughing Richard?" Sael questioned in his deep voice.

"Nothing Sael, there's nothing strange about your name either," Richard said sarcastically. Sael got the hint.

"Your human sarcasm isn't lost on me, Richard," Sael said as chuckled. Soon they both stopped chuckling. Richard looked at Sael carefully.

"So, are you going to turn me or what?" Richard asked looking at Sael nervously. Sael smiled once again and left the cell. His guards activated the plasma barrier.

"Enjoy your meal Richard," Sael left the detention center with his guards. Once the three elites left, there was nothing but silence. Leaving Richard alone to contend with his thoughts…
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By Kool Killer

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/7/2540 4:52pm

Thel, Sael and Rtas stood still inside the Unyielding Triumph's briefing room, awaiting the prophet's arrival via hologram. The briefing room lights had been dimmed, casting the three sangheili in an eerie darkness. The shipmasters waited for the longest time before three holograms sparked to life. The room was tinged in a white blue light as the prophets forms fully manifested. The three sangheili bowed their heads and kneeled. Truth smiled and spoke.

"You may rise," Truth tapped his fingers together as he looked the shipmasters over. "Tell me, have the trials proved to be worthwhile?" Truth asked inquisitively.

"Yes your excellences, the humans have accepted their transformations quite well," Thel stated.

"Well do show me one of these assimilated humans," Truth said as he leaned forward in his chair. Thel tuned his head towards one of the guards inside the room.

"You, minor, retrieve one of the converted," Thel ordered.

"Yes shipmaster," The sangheili minor quickly dashed out of the briefing room. Soon the minor returned with one of the new sangheili. The guard moved back to his spot. All eyes were on the human elite. Thel and Sael beckoned the converted to stand with them.

"Come brother, the prophets wish to speak with you," Thel said, waving the nervous sangheili over. The human elite cautiously made his way over to the three shipmasters, looking around the room. The human elite stood before the prophets timidly. The prophet of Mercy glared and leaned forward.

"Have your instructors taught you nothing; show your respect you worm!" Mercy shouted irritably. Thel placed his hands on the new sangheili and instructed him.

"Kneel and bow your head brother," The human elite kneeled awkwardly and bowed his head. The new comer was still adjusting to his bodies' assimilation. Mercy relaxed and leaned back in his hover chair.

"That's better, you may rise," Mercy gestured with his right hand. Thel and Rtas helped the new sangheili up and moved to the side. The prophets scrutinized the converted carefully. The human elite had brown skin with golden yellow eyes and white razor sharp fangs. His build was not as impressive as the true pure blood sangheili he stood with, but it was good enough. With the proper training and exercise, he would bulk up just fine. Truth narrowed his eyes and spoke.

"What is your name?" Truth tilted his head up slightly. The new sangheili looked down at the ground in thought before he looked back up and responded.

"My name, is…Las Bettam'ee," The young sangheili sounded unsure. Truth smiled.

"It is a good name," Truth complemented. Las nodded and responded.

"Thank you," Las bowed his head. Mercy once again prepared to scold Las for not saying excellency, but Truth Stopped Mercy. Truth leaned over and spoke quietly.

"I understand your concerns for his lack of proper conduct, but he will learn, as they all will what is expected of them in due time," Truth smiled coldly and looked back over to Las. "Las, it is important that you understand what we strive to achieve, do you know what I speak of?" Las shook his head. Regret chimed in.

"Truth speaks of the Great Journey, a glories path to eternal salvation," Regret raised his hands to the heavens.

"It is our sole purpose, to find the path to paradise our gods have left us," Truth spoke up. "But, there are those that seek to harm us and hamper our search for the divine above,"

"But why would they want to harm something so great?" Las asked.

"Because they lack faith, they are, unbelievers, blinded by the lies of the deceitful, they are Heretics," Truth said his words slyly.

"Perhaps we could show them the lies they have been taught," Las said with uncertainty.

"No," Truth said and paused, "They know the truth and willingly deny the Great Journey and spit in the faces of our gods," Truth's voice darkened. "There can only be one fate for the Heretics…A slow and hideous death," Las suddenly felt a sinking feeling in his hearts. Almost as if his mind was trying to tell him something was terribly wrong. He soon brushed it aside, although it was still nagging him in the back of his brain.

"I understand," Las said, looking slightly sadden.

"You will be taught everything you need to know, pay close attention to your instructors," Truth paused, "Make us proud, Las Bettam'ee,"

"I will," Las bowed his head.

"You may leave Las, rejoin your friends," Truth ordered. Las bowed his head again and left the briefing room. As soon as the door closed Mercy asked Thel a question in annoyance.

"Why was Las so passive, where is the aggression and hate for our foes?"

"He and all the others will be properly educated about our enemies and what is expected of them very soon, your excellency," Mercy snorted, unhappy with Thels answer.

"And I heard you call Las your Brother, surly he is not, he may be a sangheili, but he is still human in spirt," Mercy spat.

"I know this your excellency, but in order for the assimilated humans to work effectively, they must know that we care for them, they need to have a since of belonging," Thel responded slightly annoyed. Mercy and Regret became furious.

"Care for them!" Mercy cried angrily.

"Belonging!?" Regret shirked with disgust

"Have you become senile Thel, they will never be one of us!" Mercy shouted.

"Truth, what do you think of this filth that is being spewed!" Regret asked loudly.

"The shipmaster is quite right," Truth answered intertwining his fingers.

'What!?" Mercy hollered.

"If a warrior has nothing to fight for, then he is already dead," Truth spoke calmly. "And if a warrior's family is threatened, he will fight more fiercely, shipmaster Vadam'ee is absolutely right,"

"But surly you cannot exc..." Mercy was cut off by Truth.

"I have complete confidence in shipmaster Vadam'ee's abilities and faith to our holy covenant," Truth gestured towards Thel. "He has done many great things and he will continue to serve our gods in this holy crusade against those who would threaten our path," Both Mercy and Regret held their tongues. "I believe we are done here, And Thel," Truth said.

"Yes your honor," Thel spoke boldly, happy that Truth had backed him up.

"Continue the work of our gods," Truth smiled and nodded to Thel.

"Of course your excellency," Thel bowed his head and placed his right fist over his hearts. Rtas, Sael and the guards followed suit. Truth, Mercy and Regret vanished from sight. The lights in the briefing room brightened, slightly blinding the sangheili.

"Well I am famished, let's see what our cooks have prepared for our evening meal," Rtas walked out of the briefing room with the two guards. Thel was about to leave too when Sael stopped him.

"Thel, there is something I believe belongs to you," Sael opened an upper compartment on his armor and presented Thel with the plasma sword that was taken from him.

"So then, you found the human," Thel said as he took back his plasma sword and attached it to his right thigh.

"Indeed," Sael paused, "I thought about turning him, but I have another idea in mind for him," Sael shifted his hooves. "We shall discuss the matter with Rtas, if my idea does not sound favorable, we will turn him,"

"yes, yes we should discuss this, but latter, tomorrow perhaps," Thel offered. Sael shook his head in agreement.

"Come brother, let us join Rtas in the dining hall," Sael left the briefing room with Thel.

Meanwhile in the Unyielding Triumphs detention block.

Richard sat on his cot with his back against the wall talking to one of the elite guards that had been assigned to him. The elite guard was young, maybe 19 or 18 in human standards. The elite had light brown skin with brilliant silver eyes. This elite in particular did not feel the profound love of the prophets as everyone else did; of course he would never admit it. His name was Samos Hakren'ee and his keep had opposed the truce with the prophets from the very start.

"So you fought with the prophets, hard to believe those scrawny little fucks could do anything but run their mouths," Richard exclaimed, earning a loud bellowing laugh from Samos. Richard didn't know elites could cry, but all the jokes and sly remarks he had been saying about the prophets had Samos almost in tears since he was laughing so hard. Samos stopped laughing and took a couple of seconds to catch his breath.

"The prophets did not know the arts of war, they used the technology of the forerunners to their advantage," Samos flexed his mandibles as they were sore from the laughing fits that had been induced, "Without the help of forerunners technology, all of the San 'Shyuum would have perished, all of them," Samos closed his fists.

"But now the prophets run the show, better be careful, or they'll declare your people heretics and begin glassing your planets and killing your children," Richard took on a serious tone.

"Hardly, out of all the species of the covenant, we control the most planets, ships, and weapons, we…" Samos paused as he noticed Richards' bleak expression.

"You'd better be careful, or you'll wind up like us," Richard looked up at Samos halfheartedly. Samos sighed and shook his head with understanding.

"I am sorry it turned out this way for your people, it is a complete disgrace on our part," Samos moved towards the console that controlled the plasma barrier. "You humans would make far better allies than those foolish prophets," Samos deactivated the plasma barrier and walked over to Richard. Samos sat down next to Richard, intertwining his clawed fingers. Samos leaned over and spoke more quietly. "I truly believe the prophets will betray us,"

"You think," Richard sighed.

"I Know, the prophets have demonstrated time and time again that they have no problem sacrificing innocent lives to further their cause," Samos snarled. "They would rather everyone die than speak the truth, they would even sacrifice the lives of their own children!" Samos spoke louder.

"Even if the prophets get killed, someone even eviler than them would take their place, because you can't kill evil, the hearts of men will always be susceptible to corruption," Richard looked over at Samos. "Humans have been killing each other since the dawn of time, of course even the sickest mass murderer's kill counts can't come close to what's happening now," Richard chuckled. "All the people Hitler, Stalin, and Mao killed are just baby steps compared to what the prophets have done," Richard and Samos sat there in silence for the longest time.

"I am quite hungry, as I'm sure you are, I will go get us some food," Samos stood up and left the detention cell without turning on the plasma barrier. Richard got up and looked out of his cell at Samos who was walking out of the detention block. The door closed behind him. Richard couldn't believe it; Samos must have forgotten to turn on barrier. I can escape right now. Richard prepared to make a move but he hesitated. What would happen to Samos, he was left with the responsibility of keeping an eye on me, what would they do to him if I got away? Richard thought. Richard pictured a plasma sword being run through Samos' gut and purple blood spilling everywhere. Richard cringed and walked back to his cot and sat down. As much as Richard wanted to leave, he didn't want to fuck Samos over, he was just too cool of an elite.

Else ware on the ship.

Calla and Shelly had finished dinner and were currently at the Unyielding Triumphs firing range. Both of the sangheilian women were seeing who the better shot was.

"You would think they would be hesitant to give us weapons, but they are practically throwing them at us," Calla aimed down the sights of the plasma carbine and lit a target up.

"I can understand why they would be hesitant to give you a weapon Calla, I'm surprised you haven't shot your foot off, umm, hoof," Shelly grinned as she took three targets out in a row.

"Shelly what are you talking about, your shots are all over the place, mine are more precise," Calla countered.

"Oh I'm sorry, are you hitting more targets than me?" Shelly inquired.

"Well, no," Calla responded still keeping her shots accurate.

"Well there you go then," Shelly laughed.

"But our enemies will most likely be wearing armor," Calla retorted.

"Plasma burns through armor Calla, are you not using your head meat, head meat says what, head meat makes go duh?" Shelly schooled Calla. Calla laughed upon hearing Shelly's remark. Soon all the targets had been taken out and the results came up on a holoscreen.

"Your accuracy Shelly, sixty seven percent, I have ninety four percent, I'm clearly more accurate," Calla smiled.

"Oh that's good for you private, but I would like to direct your attention to the fact that I took out one hundred and five targets, and you only got seventy three," Shelly pointed to the numbers.

"Mine are all headshots, you were hitting them in the chest and arms" Calla argued.

"Your point," Shelly said, setting her plasma rifle down.

"A grunt could shoot better than you," Calla mocked.

"Oh you want to play that game," Shelly tensed up and sprang at Calla. Calla was nocked backwards as Shelly collided with her. Both of the females tumbled into a row of plasma carbines knocking them over.

"Sisters, please stop this!" The firing range instructor cried out. Both Calla and Shelly got off the floor and smiled innocently at the instructor. "If you want to spar, go to the training room," The sangheili began picking up the firearms and setting them back into their appropriate position. Calla and Shelly left the firing range snickering.

"Sorry," Calla called out as she exited the range with Shelly. The instructor inhaled and huffed.

"Females," He continued to pick up the rifles that had been knocked over.

Calla and Shelly ran down the hall laughing, heading towards the training room.

"You're so clumsy Calla, stumbling into those rifles like that," Shelly ran faster to avoid Calla's clawed hands.

"You're dead sergeant, you better keep running!" Calla ran faster. The two females ran through the halls laughing. Both Calla and Shelly were hauling ass. They both rounded a corner and in their careless ness, they took out a sangheili female. They all crashed to the ground in a heap.

"Now look what you've done, first the plasma carbines, now this," Shelly joked.

"Shut it Shelly, are you okay?" Calla and Shelly helped the elite girl up. Both Calla and Shelly could tell she was a human elite by her orange body suit; it was the same as theirs.

"Yes, I'm fine," The elite female then laughed. "I heard you two all the way down the hall, I came to investigate," Calla and Shelly chuckled.

"What is your name?" Calla asked.

"I am…Vatus Elavt'ee," She responded.

"I'm Calla and this is Shelly," Calla introduced herself and Shelly, Shelly nodded.

"We were just going to the training room to throw down, would you like to come with us?" Shelly asked.

"No thanks, I'm meeting a friend in the observation lounge," Vatus said.

"Well, we will see you around, take care," Calla smiled and continued to the training room with Shelly. Soon they reached the training room. Calla and Shelly walked in. Calla immediately lunged at Shelly. Shelly simply side stepped and Calla crashed into the ground. Shelly put her hands behind her back and stood at parade rest.

"Nice try private, but how about we take it up a notch," Shelly sneered.

"What do you mean?" Calla got up off the padded floor. Shelly walked over to a rack which held training plasma swords. She grabbed two and tossed one to Calla. Calla caught it with ease.

"From what I've been told, these are pretty safe, if you get stabbed the sword will give you a shock, pretty much like a Taser," Shelly said as she activated the training sword. It sparked to life. Instead of it being a bright blue color, it was a purple color. Calla activated hers too and walked up to Shelly, stopping five feet from her.

"You ready, sergeant?" Calla took a fighting stance.

"I am, just don't go doing anything stupid, like stumbling into my sword," Shelly smiled slyly. Calla stepped forward and swiped at Shelly. Shelly ducked and swung her sword right into Callas stomach. Calla gaged and hit the floor holding her abdomen.

"That fucking hurts!" Calla got back up and readied herself.

"These swords are no joke, even though they are training swords, these things hurt," Shelly went to swing at Calla just as she brought her sword up to block. Simulated sparks flew off in different directions. Calla kicked Shelly back and stabbed at her with the sword. Shelly lurched back each time narrowly avoiding the blade. "Are you getting desperate Calla," Shelly jumped forward and grabbed Calla's wrist. Shelly then turned her back towards Calla and flipped Calla over her shoulders. Calla hit the ground with a thump. Shelly went to pounce on Calla right as she readied her sword. Shelly effectively impaled herself on Calla's sword. Shelly roared and tumbled off Calla.

"Doesn't feel so good does it," Calla mocked. They both got back up.

"That felt great," Shelly lied. Both of the tense females circled each other. They were ready to strike when they heard a deep chuckle. They both turned their heads to see a special operations elite clad in black armor.

"Who are you?" Calla asked.

"The female wishes to know who I am," The large spec ops elite chuckled again. "Skae Latow'ee," The Spec ops elite smirked.

"Well, as you can see Want-To-Pee, were busy, so how about you step off," Shelly cocked her head at him.

"I'm sorry female, it's just that I don't usually see women here, their normally in the kitchen where they belong," Skae sneered.

"You want to get your fucking ass kicked or something twat face!?" Shelly stepped forward.

"I was hoping for you to do more than kick my posturer, but if you insist, your more than welcome too," The elite detached his chest and wrist armor. Then he tossed his helmet to the side. Skae's build was pretty impressive. He was eight foot six and had to weigh close to four hundred pounds of sold muscle. Skae's had a large scare streaking down his left eye. The eye affected was a dull red color, while the other one was bright red. His teeth were crooked and coated with a light yellow color. He obviously never heard of a tooth brush. "How about you both try and defeat me," Skae flared his mandibles.

Shelly leaned over to Calla and talked quietly.

"He's definitely a big fucker, but if we do this right we can take him without getting our asses kicked, we will come at him from the sides," Shelly and Calla began to move to either side of Skae. Skae simply sneered at the two females. In a flash, Calla and Shelly ran at Skae. He stepped back and grabbed both Calla and Shelly by the throats. Skae lifted the two females into the air and began to strangle them with such a force they thought their heads would pop off. Calla and Shelly tried to gasp for air as they clawed at his arms feverishly. Skae's skin was very thick and did not get cut by the female's claws. Skae began to laugh evilly.

"Females have no right to join us males on the battle field, you are not worthy," Skae grip tightened even more. "How can you two expect to become warriors if you can't even beat me?" Skae continued to choke the two females until their eyes started to flutter. Skae roared at the two women and threw them across the room. Both Calla and Shelly slammed into the ground. They both were light headed and gasping for air. It took more than a couple minutes to recover. By the time Calla and Shelly managed to get up, Skae had already put his armor on and started to leave the training room.

"Where are you going fucker, were not done," Shelly stumbled after Skae and fell flat on her face.

"Oh I think we're quite done, you females are not worth my time, I could crush the life out of you if I wished too," Skae left the training room. Calla walked awkwardly over to Shelly and helped her up.

"Are you okay?" Calla looked Shelly over.

"I'm fine, but that pretentious asshole got away," Shelly motioned to the training room doors.

"He's on the same ship as us, he's not going anywhere," Calla reassured.

"Good, maybe we can throw that fuck face a blanket party while he is sleeping," Shelly said darkly.

"Instead of bars of soap, let's use brute hammers," Calla joked. Shelly laughed and then coughed. Her throat was still sore from the epic strangling that took place. Both of the females helped each other walk as they left the training area and headed for their own room. Calla and Shelly entered their room and crashed down onto their beds. Calla grabbed a small mirror and examined her neck. "Do you think this is going to bruise Shelly?"

"Oh yeah," Shelly responded as she rubbed her own neck. The two women talked for a while before falling asleep. The thought of getting revenge was still fresh in their minds.

Authors note**: Remember to get those reviews in soldiers, were running low on supplies on the front lines. **

** And for those of you that want to know what a blanket party is, go to youtube and type in Full Metal Jacket Blanket Party.**
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The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/7/2540 6:23pm

Richard waited impatiently for Samos. It had to of been at least over an hour since he had left to get food. Richard stood up and walked to the side of his cell when he heard the detention block doors open. Richard carefully leaned his head out to see Samos walking with a blue medium sized case. Richard smiled and leaned his head out further. Samos smiled too and nodded to Richard.

"I thought you got lost or something," Richard joked, Samos smirked.

"I had to really search the dining hall for the best foods and drinks; the food was almost completely gone,"

"There has to be at least over five hundred elites aboard, I'm surprised there was any food left at all," Richard moved aside as Samos entered the cell.

"We sangheili are known for our infinite hunger, meals do not last long in our wake," Samos set the light blue case down on the table inside Richards cell.

"What have you got in there, a smorgasbord?" Richard walked over to the table.

"Calm yourself Richard, and feast your eyes on the bounty at hand," Samos opened the container and Richard was assaulted by the smells of delicious smoked meats. Samos lifted up a tray piled with different meats out of the container and placed it on the table.

"Good god," Richard stared at the huge pile of tempting meats.

"Go and try them, the meats beckon you brother," Samos then pulled two bottled drinks out of the container and gave one to Richard. "It is a sweet drink produced on our home planet, it is made with sugar leaves, just pull the tab on top of the bottle," Samos instructed. Richard did as instructed and the top of the bottle popped off. The drink started to fizz and the aroma of citrus wafted into the air. Richard took two big swigs off the bottle and belched, Samos laughed.

"This is fucking amazing, it's just like lemon lime soda," Richard drank some more.

"Yes, it is very popular back home, and there is more here," Samos pulled out four more bottles and set them on the table.

"What else do you have in there?" Richard asked as he grabbed a piece of cooked red meat and tried it. It tasted just like corned beef, fucking astounding.

"I will show you Richard, the real reason I took so long was because of this," Samos pulled out a glass jug that had a red label with elite writing on it. Samos held it up and a big toothy grin spread across his face.

"What is that?" Richard looked the circular glass jug over.

"It is an intoxicant," Samos set the jug down on the table and grabbed two class cups out of the container.

"Alcohol, where did you get this stuff?" Richard tried to read the label of the jug, but the writing just looked like different shapes and insignias.

"I acquired it from the officer's dining room," Samos opened the jug and poured a generous amount in each glass. "The alcohol is prepared in Zaff state; it is made out of different fruits,"

"Hell yeah, this is where it's at," Richard took the glass of liquor and tried some. "OH WHOA!" Richard coughed.

"By the way it is quite strong, twice as potent as normal intoxicants," Samos downed his glass like a shot.

"Don't be a sissy," Richard berated himself as he quickly downed the glass. Richard coughed again. His stomach and throat were warm from the beverage. "Oh that's good stuff," the after taste of the alcohol was sweet.

"Of course there are different intoxicants that are far better than this, but they are substantially more expensive," Samos refilled both the glasses. Richard grabbed another piece of meat that had a white light color. Richard bit into the meat and it tasted just like chicken.

"This food's so good," Richard finished off the imitation chicken and licked his fingers.

"When it comes to meats, we sangheili know how to prepare them," Samos took a hunk of meat and began to devour it. Richard watched in fascination and repulsion as Samos' mandibles tore the meat into shreds. Then his tongue came forward and pulled the shreds further into his mouth, and then he swallowed. Samos noticed Richard staring. "Is something wrong?"

"No, it's just that you devoured that huge piece of meat like it was nothing," Richard grabbed his soda and drank from it.

"Our mandibles are really strong, back before we had developed as a society, we wound run animals down and eat them alive," Samos downed his second glass of liquor.

"Our people would hunt animals too back in the day, but we didn't eat them raw, we cooked them," Richard snagged another piece of meat that looked like a steak and went to town on it.

"But how could you kill your prey?" Samos asked confused.

"Well what do you mean?" Richard responded between bites.

"You have no claws and your teeth are dull," Samos replied, wondering if humans had some special ability to immobilize their prey.

"We used spears, snares, bows and arrows, and later on guns," Richard answered, and then he finished off the sangheilian steak.

"Ah I see, we would use similar weapons for prey that was too big to kill with our claws and fangs," Samos replied.

"So what is your home planet like?" Richard question as he grabbed his glass of liquor and drank from it.

"Sanghelios, it is a very large planet, there are lakes, rivers, forests, deserts and cities, our planet has three suns," Samos explained.

"Three suns, how hot does it get" Richard imaged trying to fry an egg under the suns of sanghelios, only to find out that the egg was already hard boiled.

"By your human standards of temperature, it normally gets one hundred and forty degrees in the day and forty to thirty degrees at night," Samos got a weird look from Richard.

"Oh my god, how can you bear it, that's miserably hot," Richard was dumbfounded.

"We don't exactly sit under the suns all day, we have shade and cool buildings to retreat to, but we are used to the heat," Samos poured more alcohol into his glass.

"How is the night life in the cities?" Richard asked as Samos topped his glass off with the liquor.

"It varies from state to state, but for the most part it is lively," Samos downed his third glass of intoxicants. "The blue, light green and purple lights from restaurants, bars and other establishments create a welcoming blend of colors,"

"Are there parties," Richard continued to drink from his glass.

"Richard, every night on sanghelios is a party, friends and families dine out and drink, dance and watch war games, our people are more active during the night," Samos popped the top on a soda and chugged it. After Samos was done drinking the carbonated beverage he let loose a thundering belch. The belch was so loud it echoed throughout the detention block. Richard and Samos burst into laughter.

"What was that, it sounded like a jet engine backfiring!" Richard laughed so hard he thought he would die. By now the effects of the alcohol had hit the two hard. Richard and Samos were having so much fun they didn't notice they were being watched. A new voice made them look at the entrance of the cell.

"Sounds like you two are having quite a bit of fun," Sael walked into the cell.

"Shipmaster," Samos placed his right fist over his hearts and bowed his head. Sael walked past Samos and grabbed the jug of intoxicants.

"Now where did this come from?" Sael questioned, looking down at Samos.

"I took it from the officer's dining room," Samos answered nervously. Sael laughed and drank some of the alcohol himself.

"But why would you take this lowly intoxicant, why not take the liquor on the top shelf, it is far better," Sael explained as he set the jug down. By now the jug was half empty.

"I did not think anyone would miss it, shipmaster," Samos replied.

"Right you are, it is not that favorable of an intoxicant," Sael then grabbed one of the bottles of soda and popped the top off.

"So you are not displeased with my conduct?" Samos asked, wondering if he would be punished.

"Of course not, you did everyone a favor by taking it upon yourself to drink this garbage," Sael pointed his clawed finger at the fruit flavored alcohol. Samos sighed in relief. "So then, how is our guest?" Sael smiled and drank from the soda.

"He is well shipmaster," Samos replied.

"Wonderful, we wouldn't want anything to happen to him," Sael finished off the bottle of soda and set it on the table. Sael smiled at Richard. "Are you enjoying your stay, Richard?"

"Of course Sael, I couldn't think of anywhere else I would like to be," Richard had humor in his voice.

"Good, I'm glad for you," Sael then removed something from his pocket that resembled a bracelet. "Hold out your arm Richard," Sael opened the blue bracelet.

"Why?" Richard asked, bringing his arms close to his chest.

"Now Richard, don't make this harder than it needs to be," Sael held his clawed hand out.

"What does it do?" Richard asked.

"It is a tracking device," Sael said. Richard held his hand out and Sael placed it around his wrist and locked it. "There we go,"

"You already know where I am, why would you need to track me?" Richard asked perplexed, looking the bracelet over.

"Because you need to bathe and get new clothes, also, I'm going to move you to a more suitable room," Sael clicked his mandibles together.

"Well what makes you so sure I won't take this off," Richard pointed to the bracelet. Sael laughed.

"You are not going to get that bracelet off, I assure you," Sael turned to Samos. "After you two are done here, take our guest to the bathing cambers to get cleaned up, get him some new clothes and take him to room 4-B,"

"An officer's room shipmaster?" Samos was slightly jealous.

"Only the best for our human guest," Sael paused, "You will be staying with him Harken'ee, Keep an eye on our guest, if anything happens to him, it will be your head,"

"Yes shipmaster," Samos replied.

"Good," Sael said as he left the cell and exited the detention block.

"Did I just get upgraded to VIP status, am I really getting an officers room?" Richard looked surprised.

"Room 4-B is vacant, so it would appear so," Samos shrugged.

"Well let's go then," Richard was happy he would be leaving the bland cell.

"Wait," Samos put what was left of the meats back into the container along with the jug of alcohol and the sodas. "Okay, follow me" Samos left the detention block with Richard following close behind. "We will stop at the bathing chambers first,"

"Sounds good to me," Richard replied. The duo reached the bathing chambers in no time at all. Samos set the container full of goods down outside the bathing chambers. Samos led Richard to a private area for him to clean up.

"Wait here Richard," Samos left and came back a few minutes later with purple towels and the smallest orange elite jumpsuit he could find. "I have these for you, hopefully this will fit you," "Samos said as he set the towels and jumpsuit down on a bench. "I will be right outside if you need me," Samos turned to leave but Richard stopped him.

"What about soap?" Richard asked.

"Soap?" Samos was confused.

"You know, what you clean your body with," Richard rubbed his arms for emphasis.

"Ah, you do not need it, the water has a natural cleaning element in it," Samos explained.

"My skins not going to fall off if I get in there is it?" Richard looked at the bathtub, which looked more like a hot tub.

"Only if you stay in too long," Samos looked at Richard seriously.

"What!?" Richard exclaimed.

"It is a joke, calm yourself," Samos left the private bathing room.

"Fucker," Richard said it under his breath in a playful manner. Richard then sat down on the bench. Richard took a moment to look around the bathing room. Purple lights lined the walls giving off a welcoming vibe. The hot tub looked like it was made out of a smooth type of stone. There were light green lights at the bottom of the hot tub, which gave the water an eerie look. There were also many plants of different colors hanging from the ceiling.

Richard untied his black boots and took them off. Next he removed his olive green pants. All that was left was his black under shirt and briefs. He stripped those off as well and got into the hot tub. The water was perfect, hot but not too hot. Richard leaned back into the water and closed his eyes. He could fall asleep right now, but he didn't want Samos standing around all day. Richard dunked his head in the water and stood up. Richard got out and grabbed the purple towel lying on the bench. He dried himself off then attempted to put on the orange body suit.

"How the hell is this supposed to work?" Richard fiddled around with it and managed to find the zipper. Richard slipped the orange suit on and zipped it up. Richard folded the arm and leg cuffs of the suit up to match his own body. After he was done he stood in front of a mirror. Richard had to admit it; he looked absolutely retarded in the jumpsuit. Richard laughed, gathered his clothes and left the bathing chambers. Samos was outside waiting.

"That didn't take very long at all," Samos picked up the blue container full of goods.

"Yeah well you know, I really didn't want my fucking skin falling off," Samos laughed.

"Come, now we will go to your room," Samos showed Richard the way. Richard followed Samos down the halls of the ship. When they got to the section of the ship that housed the officers, the interior got a lot nicer. There were more exotic plants and pictures of different landscapes. Samos stopped suddenly and Richard almost crashed into him. "Here we are," Samos opened the door for Richard. Richard walked into the room and was blown away.

"Daaammn, look at all this stuff," Richard set down his dirty clothes and eyed the room up. It had a kitchen, living room with a plush sofa, paintings and the carpet was super soft. Richard walked further into the room and walked down a small hall. There was a door on the right and left side of the hall. Richard choose the door on the left and went in. It was a bathroom with a big toilet, a sink and a huge bathtub. "I could have bathed in here," Richard said aloud as he looked into the tub. Richard then inspected the toilet. It was way too big for him, not necessarily height wise but width. In fact it was so big he would need to wear water wings, hold onto sissy bars and attach a safety belt, or else he would fall in and drown. Richard laughed and left the bathroom and tried the other door. It was the bed room. Richard jumped forward and landed on the bed. Instead of Richard bouncing the bed tried to eat him. The bed was so soft he sunk right in. Richard got off the bed and glanced around the room. The bed room had everything, even a little mini fridge. Richard walked over to the mini fridge and opened it. There were mini liquor bottles inside. Are the elite officers fucking alcoholics? Richard closed the fridge and left the bedroom. Richard walked down the hall and saw Samos kicking back on the sofa. Samos craned his neck to the side and looked at Richard.

"Is the room to your liking?" Samos smiled.

"You bet your ass it is," Richard jumped over the couch and landed next to Samos. Richard looked forward and saw what looked like a TV. Richard glanced to his left and saw a remote. Richard grabbed it and turned the TV on. The prophet of Regret appeared on the screen, he was giving a sermon. "Oh FUCK no," Richard changed the channel. A different prophet appeared talking about political issues. "Are there any good channels, what up with this, I want to see some action, not listen to the damn prophets until my ears bleed!" Richard continued flipping through the channels, but there was nothing good.

"All you will find on these holoscreens are blundering lies and propaganda, sadly" Samos said.

"We'll what about the war games you mentioned?" Richard looked over at Samos.

"The war games are only available on sanghelios," Samos explained. Richard sighed and leaned back into the sofa.

"I mean I guess I could listen to the prophets if I was drunk or high, but fuck man, there's no way I do it sober," Richard turned the TV off and set the remote down. Samos chuckled. Richard and Samos sat on the sofa for a long time. A question Richard had been delaying for a while presented itself. "Samos, you do know what happened to all humans aboard this ship right," Samos looked sadden.

"Yes, they were transformed," Samos sounded like he didn't approve.

"But why, what is the covenant hoping to achieve?" Richard shook his head.

"We were not told the exact details, maybe they plan to turn all of humanity, or they could be training these new assimilated sangheili to kill…" Samos didn't want to finish his sentence so Richard finished it for him.

"Humans," Richard thought about his buddies, Jack and Velvet. They were walking around the ship as elites somewhere, being fed lies. Were they being taught that humanity was their enemy? If so, would they find themselves killing other humans in the near future?

"Do you have friends that were captured?" Samos asked.

"Yeah, two good friends," Richard remembered his buddies during the better days of the war.

"Then they are here, they are sangheili now," Samos looked away from Richard. Samos looked back over at Richard. "What are their names?"

"Jack and Velvet, they were with me ever since I joined the marines, there used to be four of us," Richard thought back to the invasion of Harvest.

"What happened to your fourth friend?" Samos felt stupid for asking the question.

"He uhh, got hit, he didn't make it," Richard felt his throat tighten up and his eyes start to water. Richard wiped his eyes and coughed.

"I have lost brothers too, it is unfair," Samos tapped his claws together.

"Jack and Velvet are out there right now, but how could I ever identify them?" Richard asked. Samos then leaned forward and intertwined his claws.

"Do they have any distinguishable marks, scars, tattoos or birthmarks?" Samos asked.

"We never got tattoos, and I don't know of any birth marks, that's not normally something someone would share with another," Richard thought about anything that could help.

"How about scars?" Samos looked over to Richard.

"Velvet, she got hit by a piece of shrapnel, it cut the left side of her head, right above her ear," Jack showed Samos.

"And what of Jack, any scars?" Samos clicked his mandibles.

"No, but he always used to call me Richy Rich, that's my nickname," Richard explained.

"Anything else you can think of?" Samos glanced at Richard.

"We would always stick together, no matter what, back on the SilverSides, we would hang out in the observation room and play cards, we liked looking at the stars," Richard explained. Samos thought for a second or two then he stood up.

"I will look for your friends, if I can find them I will bring them back here," Samos said.

"Fucking really, you'd do that?" Richard was surprised.

"Yes Richard, I will lock the door as I leave, do not open it for anybody but me," Samos left room 4-B, closed and locked the door.

Samos remembered what Richard had said. Velvet has a scar above her left ear, and Jack refers to Richard as Richy Rich. They all would frequent the observation room. Samos shook his head positively and began to walk to the observation room, perhaps they would be there. The halls of the Unyielding Triumph were pretty much empty besides a few cleaning grunts mopping up the some sections of the halls. Samos acknowledge the grunts as he walked by them. Samos came to a gravity lift and took it up to the observation deck. He stepped out of the gravity lift and walked into the observation deck.

Samos looked around the room. There were different sangheili here, both converted in orange body suits and regular in blue suits. Some sangheili were looking up at the stars and others were talking to one another. Samos carefully looked at all the sangheili in the room that were wearing orange jumpsuits. Samos walked through the room observing everyone. Soon he saw two sangheili at the end of the room in the far left corner. The two assimilated sangheili were looking at sanghelios and talking to each other. The light from the two moons of sanghelios shined in through the windows exposing their faces. One of them, a female had a scar just above her ear canal. She was talking to a male. Even though the assimilated humans had been transformed and given memory suppressants, these two appeared to have a bond none of the others had. This could be them. Samos walked over to them and started a conversation.

"Greetings, brother and sister, are you enjoying the view?" Samos stood beside them. The female spoke up first.

"Yes, we are, um, this planet is…" She couldn't find the word for it.

"It is sanghelios, home of the sangheili," Samos explained. The female smiled and gazed back at the planet. The male looked Samos over and spoke.

"Who are you?" the male looked troubled.

"I am Samos Harken'ee, and you are?" Samos smiled.

"I am, Las Bettam'ee," Las said. The female smiled and talked.

"And my name is Vatus Elavt'ee," Vatus nodded. Samos nodded back and smiled at the two, although he felt sick inside. Whenever he talked to the human sangheili he felt miserable. They had no idea who they once used to be. Everything they knew and all the memories they built had been wrenched from them as they were forced to become sangheili. And they were so confused about themselves. Often Samos would see the new sangheili searching for something; no doubt they were trying to remember their lives as humans. The memory suppressants make it nearly impossible to recover memoires. But perhaps Samos could help Las and Vatus remember who they once were. Samos was taken from his thoughts when Las got his attention.

"Why can't I remember anything Samos," Las looked at him pleadingly. Samos moved closer to Las.

"Do the words, Richy Rich mean anything to you," Las' eyes widened.

"Richy Rich…" Both Las and Velvet stared at Samos. Oh he had their attention now.

"I have someone who would like to meet you, follow me," Samos walked out of the observatory with Las and Vatus following close behind. The three sangheili made their way to room 4-B. Samos opened the door and let Las and Vatus in. Then he walked in and closed the door.

Richard was looking around in the kitchen when he heard the front door open and close. He slowly peaked his head into the living room and saw Samos standing at the door entrance with two elites. One was male and the other one was female. Could this be them? Richard stepped out of the kitchen and made eye contact with the two elites. When they saw him their mandibles dropped.

"Jack, Velvet, do you remember me?" Richard moved closer to them. Both of the elites started to fidget. "We joined the marines together, we fought on Harvest," Richard moved closer. Las stepped forward with a scrutinizing look.

"Richy…Richard?" Las asked unsure.

"Yeah man, it's me," Richard smiled. In a flash, Las jumped forward and grabbed Richard up in a bear hug. Las buried his head into Richards's neck.

"It's okay man, you're good your good," Richard consoled Las. Las set Richard down and shouted.

"NO, it's NOT OKAY, look at ME!" Las held his head. Memories started to flood his mind, he remembered everything. Samos stepped forward and placed his hand on Las' shoulder.

"Las it is…" Samos was cut off.

"My names not LAS, it is Jack, Jack Shaffer," Jack brushed Samos hand off and looked at his body. Jack felt his head, he had no hair. His fingers were now claws and he had two thumbs and two index fingers. And his legs were all fucked up! He was an elite, with fangs and all. Jack walked over to the sofa and sat down. He just sat there looking at his clawed hands. Richard looked over at Vatus. She walked up to Richard and embraced him too.

"I know this sucks for you two, it happened to everybody aboard the SilverSides," Richard stared up at her.

"My name is Velvet…" She couldn't remember her last name.

"Velvet Harrison," Richard helped her remember. Tears began to streak down her face. Richard rubbed her back and led her over to the sofa and sat her down. Richard sat in the middle of them. They all stayed there for the longest time before Jack looked up at Samos.

"What do we do now?" Jack questioned Samos.

"You both will head back to your barracks, we don't want the instructors to get suspicious," Samos looked at both Jack and Velvet carefully, "I will come up with a plan, in the meantime you two will act as if nothing ever happened, your still Las Bettam'ee and Vatus Elavt'ee," They both shook their heads and stood up. "We will have more time to discuss matters later, now you should go," Samos opened the door for them. Jack and Velvet hugged Richard once more and left. Richard sat back down on the sofa. Samos came over and sat with him.

"You realize you could be killed for helping us, right," Richard looked up at Samos.

"It is better to die for something you believe in, than to die for nothing, the prophets are wrong," Samos paused and looked up at the ceiling. "A war is coming soon, I can feel it,"

"You mean another war with the humans?" Richard asked bluntly.

"No, a war within the Covenant," Samos said darkly…
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Calla was fast asleep when the door to her room opened. A figure obscured by shadows slipped in and closed the door. Slowly, the figure crept over to Calla and looked down upon her. Clawed hands reached out and began to shake her. Calla was awakened by the jostling. Calla opened her eyes and looked up at the figure sleepily. Calla's eyes widened in fear when she realized a spec ops elite was standing over her. It must be Skae; he's here to finish me off! Calla tried to scream but the elite covered her mouth.

"Shhh, It's me, Shelly," Calla pulled Shelly's hands off of her mouth.

"You scared me!" Calla sat up and flipped the light switch on. Calla looked Shelly over. She had black special operations armor on. "What are you doing, and how did you get this?"

"I borrowed it from the armory, I got you a set too," Shelly reached down and laid a set of spec ops armor on Calla's bed. "Put it on," Shelly gestured to the armor.

"Why though?" Calla asked while she slipped the black body suit over her own and began to don the armor.

"Because we're going to get that fucker," Shelly hissed.

"Skae?" Calla placed the helmet firmly over her head.

"YES, now hurry up," Shelly motioned for Calla to pick up the pace. Calla finished putting all the armor on and stood up. Shelly handed Calla a plasma pistol. Calla looked the weapon over.

"What do we need these for?" Calla clipped the pistol to her hip.

"What do you think private," Shelly berated Calla. Calla shook her head.

"Look, Skae is a real piece of work, but that doesn't mean he deserves to die," Calla winced. Something came over Shelly, something dark. Shelly moved over to Calla and grabbed her by the caller. Calla was rarely afraid of Shelly, but when her other side took over, it was something else. Calla could see the darkness in Shelly's eyes, the hate, and the lust for revenge.

"Don't forget what they did to us Calla, they are the fucking enemy, how long do you think this all will last, do you really think Thel cares for you?" Shelly moved her head closer till their heads was almost touching.

"Ye..yes," Calla replied with uncertainty.

"Think again, your nothing to him, and Rtas is nothing to me, we," Shelly paused, "are nothing more than an experiment to them, their little side project," Shelly tilted her head.

"No that's not right," Calla moved back. Shelly stepped forward.

"I guarantee you, they are going to fuck us over, you really think he will save himself for you, that he will be faithful, he probably already has a wife back on sanghelios," Calla said nothing. Shelly moved closer and embraced Calla. Shelly moved her mandibles next to Calla's ear. "There's only one person who will be there for you when no one else is, me," Shelly loosened her embrace and looked Calla in the eyes. "How many innocent people do you think they have slaughter, Thel and Rtas?" Calla did not respond. "I bet they have killed enough people to drown entire planets in blood, and if we continue to go along with this, the blood of the innocent will fill our lungs and we will drown in it," Shelly let Calla go and stepped back. "Now, let's find Skae," Shelly moved over to the door and looked back at Calla.

"Yes sergeant," Calla moved over to Shelly hesitantly. Shelly grinned and looked out the door to see if the coast was clear. Shelly slide out of the room and hugged the wall closely, Calla did the same. The two women had no idea that Skae would be waiting for them.

Calla and Shelly stealthily crept through the Unyielding Triumph, heading for Skae's room. Both of the women had a couple of close calls, but arrived to their destination unseen. Shelly stood ready at Skae's door and glanced back at Calla.

"You ready?" Shelly waited tensely for Calla's response.

"Go for it," Calla replied, drawing her pistol and placing her left clawed hand on Shelly's shoulder. Shelly opened the door and stormed into the room with Calla right behind her. The two sangheili made more noise than they should have. They both cleared the living room and kitchen, and then they headed for the bedroom. Calla and Shelly entered the bedroom and saw a figure lying on the bed underneath blankets, was Skae deaf or what? Calla and Shelly closed in on the target. Both of the females went ridged with fear when they heard a deep sinister voice behind them.

"To whom do I owe the pleasure?" the voice chuckled. Calla and Shelly whipped around but it was too late, they were already sailing through the air. They both slammed into the other side of the bedroom wall and crashed to the ground. The two females quickly stood up and went to fire their plasma pistols, only to find they didn't have them. A smug spec ops elite was busy dismantling the pistols.

"SKAE!" Shelly snarled.

"Surly both of you lowly females had a better plan than this, trying to slay me in my slumber?" Skae finished taking the pistols apart and tossed the parts at the two women. "How pathetic,"

"You're the one who's pathetic, going around killing human women and children," Calla snapped, pointing her clawed finger at Skae. He laughed.

"I'm doing the universe a favor by exterminating filthy humans, but don't worry, you two will get yours in due time," Skae smirked and leaned up against the bedroom wall. "Since I'm feeling generous today, I will let you both retreat like the cowards you are, if you choose to stay, I will beat you within an inch of your life…choose wisely females," Skae cracked his knuckles and waited for a response.

"YOU'RE FUCKING DEAD!" Shelly roared and charged at Skae. Skae still stayed where he was, unthreatened. Shelly began punching him in the stomach and the face. Calla could hear the impacts from where she was, but it didn't look like Skae was feeling it at all. Shelly wailed on Skae for a good thirty seconds. Shelly stepped back painting. Skae yawned and shook his head with disappointment.

"Seriously females, leave now," Skae got off the wall and got into a hunched position. Shelly looked back at Calla dumbfounded, then she went to strike Skae again. Skae quickly dodged her strike and grabbed her by the throat. "You should have left," Skae kneed Shelly in the stomach with such a force she doubled over and vomited. Calla ran forward and used Shelly as a stepladder. Calla jumped off Shelly's back and delivered a devastating kick to Skae's mouth. Skae stumbled backwards and backed into his nightstand knocking off different pictures. Purple blood was seeping through his clawed hands as he held his mandibles.

"YOU LITTLE WHORE!" Skae bellowed and went to strike her but he cried out in pain when a searing hot plasma blade sliced into his chest, barley missing one of his hearts. Skae gagged and fell backwards clutching his chest. His blood was seeping out and running all over the ground. Calla looked over at Shelly to see she had recovered. Shelly was holding a plasma blade. Purple blood was sizzling and dripping off it.

"I'm going to put your head in a box and send it to your mother," Shelly's voice sounded diabolical. She slowly started to walk towards Skae who was leaning against his nightstand. Skae thought the two females were a joke up until now, he was going to die. Skae's eyes were smug no more, now they had a horrified look. Skae struggled to get up but he cried out again and squeezed his wound. Calla didn't know why she had even a little bit of sympathy for Skae, but she just could not stand to see anyone like this.

"Shelly he's finished, we won," Calla placed her hand on Shelly's shoulder and pulled her back. Shelly looked back at Calla in a haze.

"It's not over till this fuck stops breathing," Shelly wrenched Calla's arm off of her shoulder and continued walking to Skae. Calla grabbed Shelly again.

"If you do this you'll be no different from all the other bloodthirsty elites," Calla tried to console Shelly.

"It's what he DESERVES!" Shelly shoved Calla back. Calla quickly grabbed Shelly and they began to tussle.

"This isn't what you want Shelly, you're a hardass, but you're not a mindless killer!" Calla cried.

"Stand down PRIVATE, THAT'S AN ORDER!" Shelly yelled.

"No!" Calla gripped the arm that held the knife, flipped Shelly over her shoulder and put her in a headlock. The two women stumbled and crashed to the floor. Calla managed to get the knife free from Shelly's clutches.

"YOU'RE HELPING THE ENEMY YOU TRAITOR!" Shelly shirked.

"I'm helping you Shelly, you're a good person, this isn't you, it's something else!" Calla reasoned.

"This is ME!" Shelly sneered evilly.

"No, it's a condition, and I'm going to see you through it, even if I have to beat your ASS!" Calla yelled.  
>"I do not have, a CONDITION!" Shelly tried to bite Calla's arm.<p>

"Yes you DO!" Calla moved her arm. A new voice drew the attention of the wrestling women.

"By the rings, what is the meaning of this!" Calla and Shelly looked at the entrance of the bedroom to see Thel and Rtas with a half dozen security elites. Thel and Rtas marched over to the two girls and wrenched them apart. Two of the security elites began aiding Skae.

"Our brother's gravely wounded shipmasters," the two elites helped Skae to his feet.

"Get him to the infirmary," Thel ordered.

"Yes shipmaster," The guards helped carry Skae out of the room. Thel snarled at Calla and Shelly.

"What have you done?" Thel hissed.

"He had it coming, he thought he was going to fuck with us and we showed him!" Shelly snapped back.

"This was all over a quarrel, so you were ready to steal his life!?" Thel glared at Shelly.

"I was going to, and then this TRAITOR stopped me," Shelly snarled at Calla.

"You weren't thinking it through Shelly," Calla replied, looking away.

"Oh I thought it through, you're the one who's confused CALLA," Shelly spat.

"Enough of this, you two have caused enough trouble for today," Thel said as he and Rtas led them out of the room. Rtas looked over to one of the guards and spoke.

"Minor, see that a Unggoy cleaning crew details this room, and have them get all this blood off the floor," Rtas shoved Shelly forward.

"Yes shipmaster," The minor responded, and then he called in the order with his radio.

Thel and Rtas led Shelly and Calla to the detention block and put them in different cells.

"You two will stay here while we figure out what should be done with you," Thel and Rtas left the detention block. Two guards stayed close by to watch the trouble makers. It was silent for a while, but before long, Shelly broke the silence.

"You never should have joined the marines Calla, your too soft, you're not capable of doing what needs to be done," Shelly kicked the plasma barrier.

"Marines do not kill none combatants, we don't stoop down to their level," Calla countered.

"You don't get it do you, THERE THE ENEMY!" Shelly yelled.

"We are liberators and protectors, not MURDERERS Shelly," Calla sat down on her bunk.

"What about Mahuad Calla, does he deserve mercy too?" Shelly asked slyly.

The question hit Calla hard. The man that had slaughtered her family and burned her home to the ground, could she forgive that monster? Calla looked down at her hooves deep in thought, she could still hear Mahuad's wicked laugh.

"Got nothing to say Calla?" Shelly smiled and leaned against the cell wall. Calla did not respond. She laid down on her bunk and stared up at the purple ceiling thinking about Shelly's question.

Thel and Rtas walked down the halls heading to the infirmary.

"I was worried this would happen, as long as they hold onto what is left of their humanity they will never become one with us," Rtas spoke up.

"You are right brother, it is a shame, their spirits are too strong and they are too stubborn" Thel replied.

"We should act on this, they could foil this entire operation," Rtas stopped Thel and looked at him seriously. "We need to give them the suppressants," Rtas continued walking, Thel did the same.

"Hmm," Thel pondered Rtas' words.

Meanwhile aboard UNSC Light Frigate Strident Gale…

Captain Ryan Petrensh stood on the bridge of the Strident Gale, looking at what was left of a UNSC Destroyer. Ryan was roused from his thoughts when a crewmen spoke up.

"This is the last known location of the SilverSides captain," An ensign said aloud.

"This can't be right, there are no bodies," Ryan replied, looking at all the rubble and debris through the bridge windows. The SilverSides had been completely decimated.

"Maybe they got vaporized?" The Navigation officer offered.

"No, something else happened here," Ryan sighed. "Either way it doesn't look like anyone made it, no life pods or pelicans, fucking covenant savages," He removed his hat and rubbed his forehead. "Juan," Ryan looked over at the coms officer.

"Yes captain," Juan looked back.

"Dispatch a couple of pelicans and have them sweep the area, ten thousand meter spread," Ryan placed his hat back on.

"Yes captain," Juan got on the coms and relayed the order. Ryan turned around and started to leave the bridge.

"Maybe we'll find something the covenant missed,"
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_ "There are not enough pelicans to go around, women, children and the elderly will board here when cleared to proceed," A marine standing on top of a large container was yelling through a mega phone, addressing tons of civilians. _

"_All males sixteen through forty are to report to bay five and gear up for combat, this is not negotiable, if you are of military age and you try to board an escape craft you will be shot,"_

_ The marine lowered the mega phone and wiped his eyes and looked at all the civilians making their way through the military cordon. They were yelling and crying, pushing and shoving. It was chaos, fights were breaking out and a man, no teenager about fourteen, tried to rush a checkpoint to get onto one of the pelicans. A loud crack rang out and the teen crashed to the floor unmoving. The whole evacuation center got dead quiet. Blood slowly started to spill out of the teens head and pool out around his body. The marine that had shot him stood mortified with his left hand over his mouth. A couple other marines ran over to the teen and dragged his lifeless body away, leaving a fresh trail of red blood. The marine on top of the container was shaking; he brought the mega phone back up to his mouth and repeated the evacuation order._

_ Richard, Jack and Velvet looked on in shock. All of the civilians settled down and continued to go to their respected places. They stayed quiet and listened to military personnel whey they were addressed, in fear of being shot next._

_ "What the hell just happened," Jack said as he stared at where the teen used to be._

_ "He couldn't shoot him in the leg?" Richard looked over at the marine that had shot the kid, a couple of civilians shouted and cursed at him. He looked young maybe seventeen. The marine raised his hands submissively._

_ "I'm just following orders," The young soldier was terrified._

_ "You didn't have to kill him fucker," a father with two kids said aloud._

_ "You're a real piece of shit, I hope you know that," another man said as he led his family forward. The young marine looked over at the blood trail left by the teen. Then he did something odd. He held his rifle out and flipped it so the handle was facing his chest. The young marine then place his thumb against the trigger and lowered his head over the rifle._

_ "NO MAN, DON'T FUCKIN DO IT," One of the marines that had dragged the teen away ran over and attempted to take the rifle away. He wasn't fast enough and the young marine that had shoot the teen offed himself. The rifle went off and the soldier hit the ground, he twitched a couple of times then laid still. A couple civilians cried out in shock, others didn't even seem to notice. The guy that had tried to help him slowly walked over to his body and looked down at young soldier. Then he started to cuss him out._

_ "I told you not to do it; if you had listened to me you'd still be alive right now you stupid FUCK!" _

_Richard, Jack and Velvet continued watching until one guard at a checkpoint waved them over. The three marines hustled over to him. He leaned over and spoke nervously._

_ "Harvest is completely fucked, did you guys hear, ten out of the twelve pelicans heading for the SilverSides got shot down by those alien faggots," The guard waved one of the hundreds of families through the checkpoint. "The worst part is, they were all full of kids and women," He spoke quieter so others would not over hear._

_ "What about the long swords, I thought they were supposed to provide security," Velvet scowled and shook her head._

_ "Most of them got wiped out during the initial invasion, what little ones were left did try to help, their gone too now," The guard waved another family through._

_ What can we do to help?" Richard asked. The guard pointed at the pelicans._

_ "Guard those pelicans and shoot anyone who is not cleared to board," The guard looked sick._

_ "You can't be fucking serious, kill civilians," Jack glared at the guard._

_ "We have to control the situation, if we don't it's going to go from worse, to fucked, what do you not understand, we can't look weak, I don't want to do this shit any more than you do," _

_ The guard waved the three marines off. Jack Velvet and Richard moved over to the pelicans and began guarding them. Richard looked at the fences that were forty feet from the pelicans. Many hands were hanging off the fence with frantic eyes looking at their only chance off the planet. One guy started to climb the fence and Richard fired off a warning shot. The guy climbing the fence wised up and jumped off. A group of women, children and some older folks were cleared and ordered to board the pelican Richard was guarding. Richard stood aside to let them pass. One weeping girl grabbed Richard by the shoulder and sobbed into his uniform._

_ "Why is this happing, does god think this is funny, does he even care about us!?_

_ "Board the craft mam," Richard said devoid of emotion as he led her onto the pelican. Richard helped an older couple and a few kids board. The pelican was completely packed. The ramp closed and the pelican began to lift off. The pelican was about ready to clear the airspace when a banshee came out of nowhere and opened fire on the pelican with a plasma missile. The pelican exploded and the burning remains of the craft crashed one hundred yards away._

_ "SON OF A BITCH," Richard and all the other marines opened fire on the banshee. Someone must have got a lucky round in. The banshee came screaming down and crashed sixty feet from Richard and the others. A group of marines ran over to the banshee with their guns drawn. The marines wrenched a wounded elite out of the banshee and they beat his ass to death. After they were done they readied their rifles and filled the elite full of lead. The marines started to walk back to the checkpoint. Richard heard one of them shout back at the dead elite._

_ "That's right, you stay the fuck down!"_

_ After all the civilians saw the pelican get shot down, they were not so eager to get a seat on the last five pelicans. A lot of the civilians decided to leave the evacuation zone and head back into the city and take their chances, who could blame them? But the few one's that remained could sense that no more pelicans were coming. Richard looked back at one of the pelicans when a pilot shouted at him. Richard ran over to the pilot._

_ "What's up man?" Richard could not see the pilots face since his helmet covered everything but his mouth. Richard was almost certain the pilot had heard something awful, he was scowling._

_ "I've got bad news, the SilverSides has taken a lot of damage, they are leaving in fifth teen minutes, if were not their when they leave, then that's it, no one else is coming for us bro,"_

_ "What happened to all the other ships?" Richard looked up at the sky._

_ "They got blown to smithereens, the SilverSides is all that's left," The pilot said it quickly as he hurried to the cabin door. _

_ "What are we supposed to do now?" Richard asked._

_ "Well I'm getting the hell out of here, you get your friends and bring them onboard if you want a ride, I'm leaving in three minutes," The pilot entered the cockpit. Richard looked out of the pelican he was on and he started to see the other pelicans take off, and civilians weren't even aboard them yet. Now there were only two left. Richard ran off the pelican and called out to Jack and Velvet._

_ "Get your asses over here!" Jack and Velvet ran towards Richard. They made it to him. "You're not going to like this but we have to go now, the SilverSides is leaving and all the other ships got fucked up,"_

_ "What about the civilians?" Velvet looked at Richard. Richard broke her gaze. He didn't respond. They all looked back at the checkpoint when they heard automatic weapons fire. The civilians had broken through the check point and were running at the last two pelicans. There were hundreds of them. Some of the civis had viscously beaten the marines guarding the checkpoint to death. The other pilot in the pelican across the way saw the shit that was going down and he took off. The marines that had killed the elite started sprinting towards the last pelican Richard was at. The pelican started too wined up. Richard grabbed Jack and Velvet and shoved them into the pelican. Richard looked back at the marines, they were hauling ass, trying to out run the civilians. The civilians were just ten feet behind them, shouting and hollering curses at them. The marines in the back turned around and began firing into the hoard of civis. The civilians didn't even care they could be killed; they ran even faster eyeing their prize, the last pelican. The pelican began to lift off. Most of the marines made it aboard but the ones that had fired into the crowd were too slow and they got mobbed. One man jumped onto the back of the pelican's ramp and tried climbing up. He made it halfway before one of the marines tried to kick him off. Instead the man grabbed the marine's leg and pulled him out of the pelican; they both fell out and hit the ground below. Some of the civilians picked up the assault rifles dropped by the marines and started firing into the pelican. Velvet went and closed the ramp quickly. The sound of pings could be heard as rounds bounced off the pelican. Soon the sounds ceased. Everyone was deathly quiet, sitting completely still until one marine spoke up, he was a sergeant._

_ "Now you all listen to me, no is to ever talk about what happened down there, ever" The sergeant sounded serious._

_ "Your boys started offing those people left and right, the hell this is going to be kept quiet!" Jack shouted. The sergeant glared at Jack._

_ "You don't fucking get it do you, those people out there, would have killed your ass for a spot on this bird, a pelican can only hold thirty maybe forty, There's not enough fucking room!" The sergeant paused, then continued, "It was not supposed to happen like this but it did, and if you tell anyone about this, we'll all go to Leavenworth, Is that what you want to happen, Huh, get fucked every day for the rest of your life?" Jack did not respond. The sergeant sighed and sat down next to his men. Jack looked down at his boots in disgust. Richard leaned his head back and closed his eyes; he was so tired he dosed off in no time._

_ A short while later Richard was awakened by Jack and Velvet._

_ "We are here," Velvet said. Richard stood up and walked down the pelican's ramp with Jack and Velvet. The SilverSides was pretty packed; lots of refugees were looking at Richard. He immediately felt sick, that he was here when all those others were left to die. He couldn't even look these people in the eyes. Richard and his friends looked for anyone that was in charge. They heard someone speaking with authority, he was the captain. Richard knew this captain. He was Dwain Dogartt. Dwain cared more about his crew than he did himself. Everybody wanted to get stationed on the SilverSides. Dwain was pretty much the only captain in the fleet not walking around with a ten foot pole up his ass, he was very laid back guy._

_ "There's no more room in the med bay for the wounded?" Captain Dogartt asked._

_ "No sir, the med bay is completely full," a medic replied. Richard had seen this guy before; he was the same medic that tried to save Brooks._

_ "Then take the wounded up to my quarters and see that they are cared for," Dogartt handed the medic a key to his room._

_ "Yes sir," the medic saluted and hurried off. Dogartt turned and faced Richard and his buddies. Richard, Velvet and Jack saluted. Dogartt saluted back._

_ "At ease soldiers," Dogartt replied._

_ "How can we help sir?" Richard looked at some wounded marines being taken to an elevator._

_ "You all have done more than enough, I'm proud to have you aboard," Dogartt smiled._

_ "I wouldn't be too proud, we left a lot of people to die," Richard was sure not to mention that he saw marines killing noncombatants._

_ "Well many more were saved, you're not to blame," Dogartt placed a hand over Richards shoulder, "It's ONI, those retards gave the order to bail," Dogartt nodded sadly and lowered his hand. _

_ "But why, Harvest still has people down there, we can't just leave, aren't there more ships coming?" Richard looked around._

_ "ONI has denied all requests for reinforcements and they have diverted all of the remaining ships back to the staging area," Dogartt paused and snorted with disgust. "Apparently ONI thinks we are dealing with a fragile group of species, that we should try and talk it out with them peacefully,"_

_ "Are you fucking serious?" Richard could not believe what he was hearing. "Those alien pricks were killing civis left and right, they blew up pelicans full of children," Richard cringed._

_ "Well I'm not surprised they would order us to stand down, ONI is full of a bunch of spineless liberals looking like fried eggs on a chair; they're not the ones that have to fight, pencil pushers," _

_ "What do we do?" Richard looked at Dogartt._

_ "Get a warm meal, take a shower and get some rest," Dogartt walked away and headed for the med bay. Richard, Jack and Velvet stood in docking bay for a while, then they parted ways. _

_ "I'm getting something to eat," Jack walked off, clearly pissed._

_ "See you in the barracks," Velvet left. Richard stood alone, processing everything that had happened so far. Richard looked himself over, he was filthy. Richard headed for the showers. Along the way he picked up a fresh uniform. Richard entered the showers and glanced around. They were empty. Richard picked the first stall and entered it. He closed the door and undressed. Richard turned on the water and stepped in. The warm water washed all the impurities away. Richard finished up in the shower and exited with his new uniform on. Richard was about to leave the shower room when he got a weird feeling. Richard looked around the shower room. Everything looked right, but something was off. Almost as if the room had gotten slightly smaller. The colors were brighter too. Richard thought nothing of it and exited the shower room. Richard walked out into the hall and he saw a boy stop dead in his tracks and stare at him in horror. Richard looked behind himself, wondering what was scaring the child._

_ "What's wrong kid?" Richard asked, walking up to the boy. Richard didn't make it far before the kid turned around and ran away screaming. Richard almost thought he heard the boy shout alien through his screams. The boy ran around a corner and disappeared from sight. Richard started to pursue the boy, trying to figure out what had spooked him. Richard ran down the halls looking for the kid until he passed a mirror that displayed something odd. Richard backed up and looked into the mirror. There staring back at him was an elite with a shocked expression._

_ "Oh Fuck!" Richard punched the mirror instinctively. The mirror shattered and fell apart. Richard stepped back and stared at the broken mirror. Richard felt something warm running down his hand. He glanced down at his hand, it was just purple blood, I must have cut myself on the mirror, Richard thought. Wait… PURPLE BLOOD!? Richard took a closer look at his hand and yelled in shock. He had claws, not fingers. Richard quickly checked himself over and realized that, he was the elite in the mirror! Richard snapped out of his thoughts when he heard someone shout his way. _

_ "Shit look at that one!" Richard knew that voice, it belonged to Jack. Richard turned around and was facing Jack, Velvet and a couple other marines. Richard stepped forward and prepared to say something when he noticed they had assault rifles pointed at him._

_ "Jack, Velvet, it's me Richard!" Richard cried holding his hands up. They must not have understood what he had said because they all cycled their rifles, chambering rounds._

_ "Fuck you TOO!" Jack shouted as he fired off a couple rounds. The bullets tore through Richard splattering the wall behind him with purple blood. Richard clutched his chest and fell backwards, crashing to the floor. Jack ran over to Richard and leveled the rifle at his head._

_ "Jack it's me…" Richard reached up and tried to push the barrel of the rifle away with his clawed hand. Jack sneered evilly and wrenched the barrel from Richard's grasp and pointed it back at his head._

_ "I'm sorry, I can't understand what you're saying," Jack pulled the trigger. A loud crack echoed throughout the halls._

"IT'S ME!" Richard shot upwards in horror. Richard looked around and realized he was still on the Unyielding Triumph. Richard didn't have too much time to think as the door to his bedroom flew opened and Samos came barging in with his plasma rifle drawn. Samos seemed to completely ignore Richard at first. Samos checked the bathroom in a quick motion as if looking for an attacker. He then walked strait at Richard and dropped to the ground, checking underneath the bed. Samos got up and walked around the bed and stared at Richard with silver eyes.

"Are you quite alright," Samos looked Richard over.

"I just had a fucked up dream, that's all," Richard looked away, embarrassed he had a nightmare; he was twenty-three for fucks sake.

"A demon haunts your dreams too then," Samos holstered his plasma rifle and sat next to Richard, still concerned. "Do you wish to talk about it?" Samos clicked his mandibles softly.

"No," Richard looked away.

"It is unhealthy to keep such things locked away forever, tell me what bothers you so," Samos reached over and placed his left clawed hand on Richard's shoulder. The moment Samos touched Richards' shoulder, he started to break down. Richard he covered his eyes to hide tears that were starting to appear. Richard was quiet for a while, and then he spoke somberly.

"I was on Harvest when it was attacked, we tried to fight back but there was just too many of them, we got slaughtered," Richard paused, his throat was tightening up, "It didn't take long, we knew we weren't going to win so we started to evacuate the civilians, Harvest was a farming planet, there was no real military presence on that planet and we were still in training," Samos brought Richard in a little closer. "When we finally got to the evacuation center, it was a disaster, there was hardly any order," Richard shuddered, "Those people, trusted us to protect them, and we were the ones who were killing them," Richard started to laugh hoarsely and cry at the same time. "Then, when the cordon got overrun, we bailed and left them there, to die…" Richard could no longer keep his composer, he began to sob. Samos pulled Richard in and held him.

"It is not your fault, sometimes we mean well, but our means are not always met," Samos sighed. "The god's plans do not always appease us, but we cannot see the path they have placed for us," Richard broke out of Samos' embrace and spoke up.

"Well god took a fucking vacation when Harvest fell, those kids burned alive inside those pelicans, I heard them crying for help, and you know what, god didn't help them," Richard glared down at the floor.

"Their deaths were not the end, but the beginning of an everlasting paradise," Samos reasoned.

"Yeah but we are heretics right, we don't get that luxury," Richard snapped. Samos became angry.

"The great JOURNEY is a LIE!" Samos shook Richard a couple times. "The gods are merciful and forgiving, but those fifthly prophets have TWISTED our god's words and turned it into something vile," Samos calmed down and inhaled deeply. "We all will be reunited in paradise, not one shall be LEFT BEHIND," Samos growled, remembering how the prophets had condemned those that would not follow the tainted PATH.

"You really believe that?" Richard looked up at Samos with a pained expression.

"I do," Samos looked Richard dead in the eyes. Richard coughed and wiped his eyes.

"That's funny, out of all the elites in the galaxy, I get paired with one that has a heart," Richard smiled weakly.

"There are more of us than you would believe, but we must take heed with what we say," Samos looked away from Richard "The prophets have killed all who question them, but I would ask one this, when does faith become blind obedience?"

"Ignorance is bliss," Richard got up and opened the mini fridge that was in his room. Richard looked the bottles over and glanced at Samos. "Which one of these would you recommend?"

"I would not recommend drinking while depressed Richard," Samos could tell Richard was going to drink anyway, "But if I had to choose, I would select the liquor on the top right," Richard nodded and took the bottle. He looked it over. It was a clear bottle with a green liquid inside. Richard held the bottle up and smiled, his eyes were still red from crying earlier. Samos sighed and stood up. "The beverage is best enjoyed cold, come,"

Samos walked out of the bedroom with Richard following right behind. They both made their way to the kitchen. Richard sat down while Samos fetched a couple glasses. Samos dropped round balls into the glasses, probably Ice. Samos set the glasses down and sat across from Richard. Samos motioned for Richard to give him the bottle. Richard forked the bottle over.

"This intoxicant has been aged over 40 years, It is more expensive than a case of plasma grenades," Samos began to pour the green liquor into the ice filled glasses.

"How much is that?" Richard stared at the glasses while they were being filled.

"I am not familiar with your monetary system," Samos finished pouring the liquor and put the cork back into the bottle.

"Well for a regular bottle it would cost twenty five dollars, for some really fancy stuff it could cost upwards of three hundred dollars," Samos slid one of the glasses over to Richard.

"Hmm, I believe it would cost thirty thousand four hundred dollars," Samos replied, bringing the glass up to his mouth.

"Are they fucking high?" Richard drank some of the liquor. The liquor was very strong and had a distinct taste, like lime and salt. "They better move that decimal point over a couple spaces, but it is good," Richard drank some more.

"Very few people will enjoy this intoxicant, only five hundred are produced every cycle," Samos finished his glass off.

"Well whoever they are, they have great taste," Richard downed his glass.

"Hmm," Samos smiled and refilled the glasses. Soon the alcohol hit Richard and Samos. Samos was able to lighten the mood and get Richard to laugh while they drank. They both continued to drink and shit talk the prophets until the bottle was bare. Sadly for Samos, a certain sangheili AI had recorded their entire conversation…

Authors note: **I've been pretty busy these last few months. But I have not forgotten this story. Thank you for all the support! Keep following the story, and for the betterment of this fanfiction website, support all the Transformation Stories you come across, there are not too many out there.**
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Success

By Kool Killer

The Unyielding Triumph, Covenant cruiser 8/8/2540 7:15 am

Thel, Rtas and Sael sat amongst each other in Saels' quarters. Their clawed hands were resting on a circular wood table. The lights in the room were dimmed casting shadows under their helmets. Only their fangs were visible. Sael gazed inquisitively at both Rtas and Thel, making them shift uncomfortably in their seats. The three shipmasters stared at each other in awkward silence until Sael began to talk.

"I was informed of a rather unpleasant incident last evening," Sael leaned back in his chair and tilted his head exposing his bright green eyes. "One of our special operations warriors was almost killed by two assimilated humans, your humans," Sael paused and let silence fill the air. Thel and Rtas glanced at each other. Sael continued, "Why is this so?"

Thel took the fall. "I did not administer the suppressants to the females, I only wished to see how they would react to their assimilations," Thel looked down at his claws.

"That was very foolish Thel, sangheili with the minds of a human, who knows what they could have done if they were not seized," Sael shook his head, "they could have sabotaged my ship and got us all killed," Sael's voice became more serious. "To be fair, the fault of this outrage does not lie solely on your shoulders Thel, they acquired weapons and armor from my armory, and I will be speaking with the range master and the guards that were on watch to make certain this blight never happens again," Sael reached down and grabbed a rectangular case and slid it over to Thel and Rtas. "I trust you both will handle your part of this mess as well,"

Thel opened the case; it was full of memory suppressants. Thel grabbed two of the syringes and closed the case.

"It will be done," Thel and Rtas both stood up.

"Very good shipmasters, take your leave," Sael grabbed the case and set it back under his table, but not before he grabbed one more syringe. Thel and Rtas left Sael's quarters with haste.

Sael roused the ships AI. "Galilee,"

"Yes shipmaster," Galilees' purple holographic imaged appeared.

"I need to have a word with Samos, won't you fetch him for me," Sael smiled.

"Of course shipmaster," Galilee disappeared.

Samos and Richard both were sleeping in the kitchen. Their heads were draped over the table they had been drinking at the night before. The ice in the glasses had melted and the bottle was completely empty. Samos was awakened by Galilee.

"Samos?" Galilee spoke from a speaker on the front door.

"Uugghh," Samos sat up and held his head, he was still feeling the effects of the strong liquor. "Yes," Samos flared his mandibles.

"Shipmaster Yersen'ee would like a word with you," Galilee spoke quieter, now aware of his hangover.

"Yes, right away," Samos got up and stretched. The kitchen chairs were not forgiving, he ached. Samos shimmied around the table and picked up Richard, who was still dead asleep. Samos carried him over to the sofa and laid him out over it. Samos then went back into the kitchen and poured himself a large glass of water and downed it. He wiped his mandibles and exited the quarters. Samos walked clumsily down the hall, heading for the Sael's quarters. Samos arrived at Sael's quarters and pressed the call button on the door.

"It is Samos Harken'ee, you wished to speak with me ship master," Samos slouched against the door. Sael did not respond. Instead the door opened and Samos almost fell in, but he quickly regained his balance. Sael was sitting in a comfy chair with a circular table in front of him.

"Please join me, we have much to discuss," Sael smirked cynically and gestured to a vacant seat.

Elsewhere in the detention block,

Calla was sitting on the cot in her cell with her back against the wall. She looked down at her hands and legs. Skae's purple blood was visible on the black spec ops armor she wore. Calla sighed looked over at Shelly's cell. Shelly glared back at Calla. She was still pissed about Calla sparing Skae.

"What are you looking at Private," Shelly sneered. Calla shook her head and looked away.

"You have to let it go," Calla spoke softly.

"Let what go?" Shelly growled.

"This lust for revenge, it's tearing you apart!" Calla shouted, and stared at Shelly. "Your better than this," Calla lowered her voice.

"Oh shut up right now Calla," Shelly laughed, "You think it's so easy to forgive?" Shelly barred her mandibles in a twisted toothy smile. "Maybe we can go to Horizon and meet up with General Mahuad, then we can have dinner with your family, oh whoops, scratch that, he blew their fucking brains out," Shelly paused, "It's okay though, I'm certain you will throw a little bit of forgiveness his way private.

Calla roared at Shelly, snapping her mandibles viciously. Calla wished she was in the same cell as Shelly because she would beat the ever loving shit out of her. Calla looked down angrily and huffed. Calla knew that Shelly was trying to aggravate her, and she was doing a damn good job of it. Calla then remembered hearing from a crewmember aboard the SilverSides that Shelly had once been married, but her husband dumped her for another girl. Calla looked up and grinned diabolically.

"I have a better idea, we could go out and see a movie together, I know a terrific theater, you could even bring your husband, oh wait, he's too busy banging another girl," Calla laughed.

"FUCK YOU CALLA, FUCK YOU!" Shelly shrieked and jumped up. She kicked her energy barrier a couple of times.

Calla placed her hands behind her head and chuckled.

"You started this, if you want to trash talk, go for it, I'm done playing games with you Shelly," Calla looked at Shelly seriously. Shelly let out a low growl and sat down on her cot, fuming with anger.

Calla and Shelly looked over to the brig entrance when the door opened. Thel and Rtas came down the hall and stopped at their cells. Thel and Rtas looked at looked at one another. Thel opened Calla's cell and stepped inside Rtas did the same with Shelly's cell. Thel grabbed Calla roughly and led her towards the brig exit, Rtas stayed behind with Shelly. Shelly made eye contact with Calla as she was being led away. Shelly had a hint of worry in her eyes. Even though they hatted each other's guts at times, they had been through quite a lot together. Thel took Calla out of the brig and guided her down different halls.

"Where are you taking me?" Calla slowed down. Thel pushed her forward and remained silent. Thel and Calla eventually arrived at the observation deck. The deck was empty since it was so early in the morning. Most of the sangheili were eating breakfast down in the mess hall.

"Why are we here Thel?" Calla turned around to confront him but he put her in a choke hold. "What are you doing?" Calla shouted.

"SILENCE!" Thel let loose a bellowing shout. Calla quickly stopped protesting. "You have shamed me Calla," Thel growled. "You carry my honor, my blood," Thel's voice became dark. "Far too much is expected of you and your human tenancies will be tolerated no longer," Thel removed something from a compartment in his armor. "I will not allow you to taint my HONOR!" Thel roared.

Calla felt a sharp pain in her neck. She panicked and started to thrash around but Thel held her in a death grip. Slowly, Calla started to lose consciousness. Her attempts to break free became more and more labored. Soon Calla could revolt no longer. She relaxed and her mind became clouded. Calla looked up at the holographic ceiling and saw sangheilious. The suns were just now coming out, the planet looked beautiful. Calla shuddered. A few more minutes and she passed out. Calla went limp in Thel's arms. Thel exhaled slowly, he had not realized he had been holding his breath. He brought his mouth to her ear and spoke softly.

"This is the last step, you are now, truly one with us," Thel removed the syringe from her neck and slid it back into his armor. Then he hefted Calla up, and carried her away…

Author's note: **Sorry for keeping you all waiting. I'm really going to work on finishing this story soon, probably this winter. **


End file.
